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	1. Chapter 1 Part 1

A storm hit the sea. A really devastating one. The Berk fishing boat, caught fire, and all of its passengers jumped off into the raging sea, including a small five year old boy, who happened to be on the boat, because of his father's orders. The raging waves, washed the small, scrawny boy off to the distance. His screams and pleas for help were distorted by the wave's cruel lashes.

Giving up, and accepting his fate of death, the small brunet boy let the sea consume him. He felt himself drift off into unconsciousness and slowly the different shades of blue from the storm, the sea and the rain turned to one colour of darkness.

-000-

A black haired and greyish blue eyed boy, walked along the coast of his island. Hands in pockets and a deep in thought look on his face, the boy was bored out of his wits, and was currently trying to think of something to occupy himself with.

His island, was an island of blood-thirsty savages that wanted nothing more than fight, brawl, fight, spar, fight, sharpen weapons and then they would fight again for a change. Growing up on this island, the boy liked a good fight like the next person, but he was growing bored of it. He was the Chief's son and was born the healthiest and strongest out of that generation. But now, he wanted change, he wanted something different to happen in his long days of boredom other than his father's abuse and his friend's brawling.

A walk on the grey beaches of Outcast Island was a risk he had taken. He preferred to think of it as a challenge. The hunk of grey land floating in the middle of nowhere was a dragon nest itself. Any breed, any time, any day you could find dragons. That was one thing he hated about Outcast Island. He once promised himself, that when his destiny comes knocking and he will become Chief, he would drive away these fire-breathing reptilians, at any cost, no matter how stupid, dangerous or un-Viking-like the plan was.

He let out a long sigh. His grey-blue eyes wandered aimlessly around the beach, until they spotted something. Being curious by nature, he walked up to it, cautiously, though. He took out his weapon of choice, a sword, from his belt, when he was coming near it. He finally saw what it was.

It was a boy, about his age, with auburn hair and a freckled face. His clothes were completely soaked in sea water. He was very skinny and small. His frame was timid and weak, and he looked like he couldn't lift a sword to save his life. It was possible to see his rib cage, through his green shirt, meaning that he must have not eaten in days. He still had a pulse, the Outcast heir concluded, after putting two fingers on the unconscious boy's throat, which meant that he was still alive.

Looking around, the larger boy saw no one. And seeing that this was no threat, he put his trusted sword back in its scabbard. If he left the boy, he would die of starvation or something, if he took the boy to his village, he would be banished or killed immediately; Outcast Island had some sort of hatred for the weak; and he himself, would be shunned by the village and would disappoint his father by showing weakness and compassion.

The grey-blue eyes caught a mould in the side of the cliff. It was small, but it would keep both of them safe from the lightning storm that his nose could sense. He looked off into the horizon and slumped his shoulders. "I have too much of a soft side."

Groaning, he picked the boy up, put the small frame on his back and carried both of them to the small outcrop in the side of the cliff. Once there, he lay the boy on the sandy floor and built a fire. "Well, that should keep us warm until the storm ends." He said, to no one in particular.

He decided to inspect the stranded boy. He pulse was still there, so he was still alive, moving his palm to his chest, he felt something wrong.

His mother was the village healer, so he knew a couple of things. His palm turned into a fist and he hit the boy's chest. At once, the boy bolted up, spitting water out, shock written on his face and breathed heavily, regaining the rhythm of his breathing.

"Hey." The Outcast Heir, said awkwardly, after the skinny boy regained his breathing.

"What- Who … who are you?" He asked, rather timidly.

"My name is Hakon. What's yours?" The raven haired boy sat down close to the fire, after the commotion was over.

"Hiccup." He answered, with a little disgust in his voice. "Where am I?"

"You, my friend, washed up on Outcast Island, unconscious." The grey-blue eyed boy poked the embers of the fire with his sword as the storm outside hit the ground and rain pouring uncontrollably.

"You saved my life." The auburn haired five year old, put two and two together. "Thanks."

"Eh, it was nothing." Hakon shrugged. He pulled out a loaf of bread from his pocket and handed it to the boy. "Here, eat, you're as skinny as a fishbone." He noticed his face turn downcast. "So where are you from?"

"Uh, Berk." He said, bitterly.

"Berk … Berk … Berk … 12 days north of Hopeless and a few degrees south of Freezing-to-Death?" Hakon raced his brain to find a map of the Archipelago and found the island on it.

"That's the one." Hiccup finished the piece of bread and hugged his knees for warmth, his green eyes remembering, something dark.

Hakon knew more about Berk, than he let it be noticed. His father, Alvin the Treacherous, had made it clear that he hated Berk, and wanted to conquer that island more than conquer the dragons. But Hakon hated his father, so he preferred to think of it as payback … a challenge. Any enemy of his father, he was willing to make his ally.

"So, how did you get washed up in the sea?" Hakon asked after an awkward moment.

"The fishing boat that carried me and my father's men got hit by a storm." He answered.

"Your father must be an influential figurehead then?"

"He's the Chief of Berk." Hiccup said as if it was nothing. In fact, by the way his voice broke when he said that, he was not happy about his father's title and prestige. At once, Hakon realised, that their fathers were bitter rivals and enemies, if either found out about the other, that son would have to face a trail like a criminal on charge of treason, probably get banished or worse and become dishonoured. Of course, that only added to the exciting challenge that Hakon made himself.

"Well, there's something we have in common. My father is the Chief of Outcast Island."

He saw the boy turned rigid. "You're Alvin the Treacherous' son?"

"You're Stoic the Vast's son." He counter-argued, rather playfully.

"Shouldn't you want to kill me or something? Our fathers hate each other worse than Hel, think of the glory that your father would give you if you brought to him the Heir of Berk and Stoic's only living child."

Hakon didn't understand this guy. He was encouraging to be killed. He seemed to want to die more than to live. He thought lowly of himself and so he thought that death was the answer.

"I know your father probably told you that the people that live on Outcast Island are cold, heartless, merciless savages, whose presence is worse than the presence of a dragon, but … I have no intentions of murdering you … today."

"Actually, I don't know much about Outcast Island." Hiccup admitted.

"Really? Your father doesn't teach you about the other tribes? You're the Berk Heir, you should know about all the Viking Tribes and your Tribe's relations to them like the back of your hand."

"Oh please, my father doesn't bother much with me. He's way too busy for a talking fishbone, like me …" Hiccup's next speech was in a Scottish accent. "_Excuse me, barmaid, I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring, I ordered an extra-large boy with beefy arms, extra guts and glory on the side. This here, this is a talking fishbone_." Hakon laughed at the imitation. Hiccup smiled that at least someone found his dry humour funny, other than Gobber. "What about you?"

"Eh, Alvin the Treacherous sounds more like this." Hakon adjusted his voice to his father's accent. "_Pull yourself together! You're embarrassing me! Get it right this time or you know what the punishments will be! Honestly, you sicken me! And this is my Heir. No cunning, no surprise, no masterminded plan. And you call yourself my Heir!"_

"Well at least you can lift a sword and you're not a trouble magnate. As soon as I step out of my own house, someone already accuses me of something, and usually it isn't even my fault."

"Yeah, well at least, your people have lost hope on you and don't come rushing to you with their stupid expectations. '_Hakon, be more like your father!' _or '_Hakon you should memorized these moves when you were 2, like your father!', _oh no, this is the ultimate one, _'The Tribe will never look up to you if your not more bloodthirsty or cruel, now get your act together.' _I'm only five and they're already expecting me to slit a Monstrous Nightmare's guts." It was like they were competing over whose father was the worst.

"Another thing we have in common then, we are not like our dads." Hiccup smiled.

"There, I'm rubbing off on you already." Hakon gently punched the Berk Heir's shoulder, careful to not actually injure him and break the newfound bond of trust.

"What are your friends like?" Hiccup asked, after several moments of appreciated silence.

"Brute, impossible, violent. A little too violent, even for Vikings." Hakon answered. It felt great, for some reason, to have a friend that wasn't obsessed with fighting, murdering or anything as such. "You?"

"Don't have any." His expression turned dark again. "Un-average Vikings don't get many friends. They get a gang of bullies instead."

"Sorry, about that." Hakon felt bad for this guy, it must be difficult not having your father to lean on _and _not having any friends to have your back. "What about your mom?"

"She vanished a couple of years ago. I never saw her again."

Ok, now that was the breaking point. Hakon, found it his task to help this guy. He literally had no one for him. No father. No mother. No friends. He once thought that his life was miserable, as Alvin used all method to make sure he was obedient. But this guy's situation was twice as worse.

"Must be hard. Well, if it makes ya feel better, you do have one friend."

Their eyes met and their bond of friendship was sealed.

"Thanks."

"No problem."


	2. Chapter 1 Part 2

"Are you sure that this is going to work?" Hakon asked the same question for the thousandth time that afternoon.

"Positive."

"Positive? That's a new one."

"Well, uh, my plans don't always function well." Hiccup laughed nervously.

"Great, just great. So we are probably building this thing wrong?" Hakon gestured to the boat that the two boys were projecting on.

The design was by Hiccup, so he could return to Berk. It had been a day since Hiccup was washed up on the shores of Outcast Island. He had spent the night in the small cave, while Hakon returned to his home; in the morning bringing some food for Hiccup and building materials.

"At least try to have faith in my designs?"

"Just to be clear, how many of your designs have worked?"

Hiccup counted on his hand a couple of fingers. "None."

"Great. Thank Thor, I'm not the one that is going to be sailing on this."

"You'll be the one pulling me out of the water if this thing sinks … you will be pulling me out of the water right?" It seemed that Hiccup had not yet realised that he had a friend, but who could blame him, he was considered a fishbone all his life, and now, in the last 24 hours he found himself a best friend with the Chief of the Outcast's son.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, fishbone." Hakon really didn't want to enrich the now forming soft side of his pride.

"Will you stop calling me 'fishbone'?!"

"It just stuck ok. I'm trying to help you, so that when you return to Berk you won't be so offended with the word 'fishbone'."

"You're never gonna let this go, are you?"

"Of course not, this is much more fun."

Hiccup huffed his annoyance, but quickly came to terms that this was one stubborn Viking, and one that wouldn't end a fit of amusement, for nothing. "Ok, I think it's done." Hiccup stood back to look at the miniature fishing boat.

"I think I should go get my mom's healing kit." Hakon mumbled to himself. He and Hiccup pushed off the boat to the water, though he was doing the majority of the pushing.

"It works! I can't believe it!" Hiccup was jubilant that his design worked for once. Blinded with excitement, Hiccup jumped on the boat…

5 minutes later, an exhausted and drenched Hakon dragged a water sputtering Hiccup to the shore.

"Yeah, it definitely works." Hakon said, dropping to the ground and regaining his breath.

"Shut up, Hakon."

"I don't remember swimming so fast in my life." The Outcast Heir laughed at the irony, when swimming in deadly waters to save his friend, he was like a fish, when swimming in training, and he was like a sheep in the water, utterly useless. "That's the second time I saved your butt in the last 24 hours, when are you gonna return the favour."

"What are we gonna do now?" Hiccup asked.

"Well if building a boat failed, then why don't we take a working boat?"

"What are you talking about?"

"You know Trader Johan, right?"

"Who in the Barbaric Archipelago doesn't?"

"Fair point. Well, he arrives on this Island tomorrow, you could smuggle onto his boat and get to Berk."

"That's actually not a bad idea."

"Duh."

"But how am I gonna get onto that boat, it's going to be packed with Outcast soldiers. How am I going to get through them?"

"We could dress you up and you can sneak through the village." Hiccup gave him a look. "What? You can have my armour, put a helmet on you and done, no one will recognise you. Outcast armour can anyone look big and buff."

"I suppose we can try that." Hiccup sighed in defeat.

"Yes!" Hakon punched the air. He was jubilant at the thought of dressing Hiccup up in Viking armour like dressing up a doll in pink dresses.

He began to take off the black armour that was especially fashioned for him as Outcast Heir. The armour was made out of dragon skin and scales. Like all Outcast styled armour, it was studded with spikes and small skulls to make the warrior look more deadly. The armour also included the entire right arm, unlike its symmetrical counterpart and most other armours which were sleeveless.

"Where did you the dragon skin?" Hiccup asked, as he pulled the gauntlet piece of his right arm.

"Gronkle. I killed it a couple of months ago."

Hiccup starred at him. "You … You already killed your first dragon."

"Yeah, it blasted my house and I was, fortunately, on the second floor and was able to jump on top of the dragon, sticking the sword in the brains. It was awesome. One of the only times I actually pleased my father."

"You just can't get more opposite people, can you?"

"But look what a great friendship we make, even as polar opposites." Hakon lightly punched Hiccup's shoulder.


	3. Chapter 1 Part 3

The two boys crept through the town as silent as mice, trying to reach the docks on time for the Trading Dragon's arrival. They encountered few but very tensions people on their way to the docks.

-000-

"Hide." Hakon pushed Hiccup behind some rocks, even before the order got to Hiccup's brain. The Berk Heir landed with a thump, but was hidden nonetheless. "Father, what are you doing here?" He asked, with awkwardness and a hit of fear buried in his voice, as the tall, buff and merciless man approached him.

"What are you doing here?" The Outcast Chief towered over the short boy, with a suspicious glare crossing his grey eyes.

"Nothing, just taking a walk." Hakon said, causally.

Alvin eyed his son.

Beads of sweat poured on Hiccup's head as there was a tense pause. The green-eyed boy bit his lip as Alvin get his gaze on his son.

Hakon kept a firm stare at his father, eyed not even blinking. He looked normal from the outside, but his insides were screaming in fear, and flashbacks of painful punishments penetrated his mind. He was sure that his eyes had betrayed him, and by the looks of it, his father had noticed it.

"You're lying." Alvin glared harder.

"Now, why would I lie about something so small?" Hakon was a good liar, but not good enough to fool Alvin.

"I would also like to know." Alvin smashed his beefy hand against Hakon's head, making the boy, who clearly wasn't strong enough to resist the deadly stroke, fall to the ground, gripping the sore part of his head.

Instead of crying or screaming in pain, the Outcast Heir let out a hiss at probably a very serious wound.

"Work on your lies, boy, you're an embarrassment." Alvin walked off, not a care in the world. Perhaps he lived by a philosophy, if there is something dodgy about his son, just punish him and don't ask questions. A very Viking thing to do, especially in the Outcast Tribe.

"Wow, another punishment, what else is new?" An unimpressed female voice stated.

Hakon looked at the girl who was leaning against the very same rock that his best friend was hiding behind.

"What do you want, sis?" He growled darkly, squinting his eyes in suspicion at the girl.

"Oh nothing, brother, just enjoying the view." She said in the most innocent voice.

"Don't see much to enjoy." He retorted.

"Your right, there really isn't much to enjoy of the view of… this." He gestured wildly to his direction.

Hiccup peeked out of the bolder from behind the girl. She had blonde hair with black highlights and judging by the sword on her belt, was quite strong, though her limps didn't portray much muscle. She had armoured clothing, bound to be fireproof. Although Hiccup didn't see it, he knew she was currently wearing a devious smirk.

"Beat it." Hakon said harshly, getting up, still holding his hand on the sore spot on his head.

"I know, maybe you can run to mummy and she'll fix everything for you, and make sun shine on our island and make flowers grow and you can go jumping over rainbows?" She teased.

That did it, Hakon grabbed the girl by the collar of her shirt, while unsheathing his sword and holding it to her throat. "Don't ever insult mom, ever again." He threatened.

"Pff, whatever." She faked a confident smile, obviously taking the threat to heart.

"Good, now leave me alone and go hail the earth that father walks on." He returned a mocking comment, not wanting to leave the battle without being the winner. Typical Viking.

"Take that back … or would you like father to know what you had just said. Wouldn't that be entertaining to watch as he teaches you respect." She smirked.

"If you do, then I'll make sure that you won't receive any medical help for the rest of your life. Neither from me or mom. Oh, and you know how I excel with the art of poison." He challenged a challenge.

"Like I care." She walked off, obviously defeated, and caught in her own game.

"That's your sister?" Hiccup whispered, when she was far enough away, pointing at her, with a horrified face.

"Non-identical twin, actually. Horrible isn't she. I would do anything to get rid of her." He said, putting the sword back into his scabbard. "Let's get to the docks, Johan should be here soon."

-000-

They got through the crowd of excited Outcast unnoticed. The over grown oafs were too focused on deciding what sort of new club they would get from the trader. The ship's plant fell and the soldiers rushed on board. The two boys, slid onto the ship's deck.

Hakon pulled on Johan's robe. The trader noticed him and gestured to just below deck, for no one to notice them and for him to keep an eye on his cargo. Outcasts weren't known for their honesty in dealings.

"Hakon, my boy, what a pleasure to see you." Johan said, warm-heartedly.

"Yeah, Johan, good to see you too. Listen, as much as I like the meeting, there's something that is absolutely crucial that you need to do, for both me and him." Hakon gestured to a figure, struggling in over-sized armour.

"Hi, Johan." Hiccup waved before falling to the floor, losing balance.

Hakon face-palmed, while Johan starred at the fallen Berk Heir.

"Hiccup?! What are you doing here?" He hissed, dramatically waving his arms in the air.

"I accidently, got washed up on Outcast Island. And someone decided to let me live." Hiccup gestured with his head to Hakon. "Can you get me back to Berk?"

"You're definitely in luck, my boy. Berk was just my next stop." Johan said, still with shock written on his face. "Stay below deck, while I finish my business." Johan walked upstairs.

"Well, I guess this is goodbye." Hakon said, somewhat sadly. It felt amazing to be able to have a friend, that neither cared that you were the Chief's son, had strength or not, or had any expectations on you, like being a great warrior or something.

"Hey, we'll always be best friends, right?" Hiccup put a hand on the muscular boy's shoulder.

"Right." Hakon smiled. "Hey, we could ask Johan if he would be able to deliver messages from each other. You know, it might be years before we meet again."

"Great idea. I can't believe I didn't think of that." Hiccup slapped himself, gently. "Well, goodbye." He held out a hand.

Hakon looked at it for a second, then pulled Hiccup into a manly hug. "Take care of yourself, because if you don't, I will personally drag you out of Valhalla to murder you." He threatened.

"You have so little confidence in me, don't you?"

"Well, who can blame me, this is you we're talking about." Hakon released him.

-000-

Hakon watched as the ship sailed away from Outcast waters. A frowned expression crossed his mind. Deep inside him something was screaming that something was going to happen soon. Something that wasn't going to be pleasant, for both of them.


	4. Chapter 2

"_Hey Hakon,_

_I hope your well … if you're not then send back to me, how you are._

_I've fine over here. I mean, my dad avoids me like the plague, my peers make fun of me, and the girl that I have a crush on doesn't even know that I exist. But other than that, I'm fine._

_We're not starting that 'whose dad is worst' competition, are we? I think you won that one, but I have to show my Raw-Viking stubbornness and say that my dad is pretty bad._

_Anyway, let me know how things are going on with you. Update me on what happens in your life._

_Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III._

-000-

"_Dear Fishbone,_

_Write me what they said, if it's so bad, then I will personally drag them to Hel. There's plenty of space here. As for the girl problem, you've come to the right person. I'm an expert on ladies. Here's some advice … I'm sorry, I got nothing, but go up to any guy, married or not, he won't know either. Trust me, I tried. I guess girls are just one of those things that we men will never discover, so you're not alone._

_Yeah, we are still doing the 'my dad is the worst' show. Let's make a pact, to write in our letters what the worst thing that our dad did and when we meet again, we'll decide. (Though I think the clear winner is still me)._

_My sister has been driving me nuts. You seem like the expert at getting people to ignore you (I'm just kidding), how do I get rid of here?_

_Hakon the Most-Awesome-Viking-in-the-Known-World (I'm sorry, I don't have a nickname yet other than Alvin Junior, not the greatest nickname to have if you don't like your dad)."_

-000-

"_Hello Most-Awesome-Viking-in-the-Known-World-who-can't-get-a-nickname-and-loves-himself-a-little-too-much,_

_Sarcasm was intended. As the expert of getting people to ignore you, I advise acting non-Viking like, start inventing things, act smart or sophisticated or try my sarcasm, or lose all your strength. Most of which you can't do, so I got nothing. Though the act smart, sophisticated and sarcastic may work._

_Somehow reading your advice about bullies and girls made my day, especially I got humiliated by them badly and the girl (her name is Astrid, by the way), gave me one of those looks that said 'that she would never go anywhere near me if she was on fire and I had the only bucket of water in town … no, actually, the world.' _

_As for the worst dad thing, the most recent thing was that he yelled at how much of an embarrassment I was and what he did so horrible to the gods to have me for a son, in front of the whole town. I … might have … accidently … made the food store … catch fire … in the midst of a dragon raid. So I guess that I deserve it. Anyway…_

_I became the local blacksmith apprentice a couple of months ago, and have made the best dagger that I am positive I could ever make. I sent you it, since no one here needs it and I have no use for it. You can bin it if you want to, up to you, I won't hold it against you._

_Hiccup the Useless. (I've been dubbed a nickname, before you.)"_

Sure enough, the beautifully designed, well balanced and deadly dagger, was wrapped up in a piece of cloth.

-000-

"_Dear Hiccup,_

_Sorry, I haven't sent you any letter recently, but tragedy has struck. My mom has died in a dragon raid, by a Night Fury. I've been left with my pig-faced father and deranged sister. I've never felt so alone before. At least I can still count on you right? RIGHT?!_

_With my mother out of the way, my dad has been taking full advantage of it. He's been training me mercilessly and if I failed, he would punish me in the most brutal of ways, not caring that I'm only 8 years old. _

_This is seriously going to creep you out. But I decided the best way to become a healer, would be through cutting up dead bodies and studying them. I know this sounds completely crazy and weird and demented, but that's the best way to understand how the human body works. Yeah, I want to honour my mom's legacy and be a healer, instead of the blood-thirsty, deranged, murderous warrior that slaughtered people (who were alive before you slash a sword through their heart) only for the fun of it. That would be my sister's job._

_And finally, you are not useless. If I ever visit Berk I will murder the person that dubbed you that name. Honesty, you made the most awesome dagger, I have the thing in my pocket and you should have seen the beautiful marks I made on my sister, also known as scars and wounds, with that thing. _

_If our tribes ever do negotiate peace, you are my official weapons maker. We'll slay dragons together, one day, when we are both Chiefs and negotiate peace between our Tribes. _

_Anyways, write back soon._

_Hakon the Healing-hand. (That's right I've been nicknamed. Though it doesn't suit me.)_

-000-

Through letters the bond between the two Heirs became only stronger and stronger. Their distances and differences never separated them, only drawing them closer to each other. They were brothers in everything but blood.

Their letters were key to their friendship. They found comfort, laughed and built their friendship on them. Enjoying the other's humour in their darkest moments. Without those letters, there would be no friendship or support.


	5. Chapter 3 Part 1

Outcast Island was near starvation. The recent raid of Berk from Outcast Island had proved to be not the greatest. Berk had nothing to steal, as everything had been taken during a dragon raid. Outcast soldiers returned with only one prized possession.

A pretty young girl that would serve Alvin the Treacherous very well, if she complied. Out of all the people the Outcast could have captured it was the most promising Viking of the next generation.

She was thrown into the prison cell, wrists and ankles in shackles, not caring that she was 10 years of age. Too young to be a war prisoner or what Alvin the Treacherous had in mind for her.

She sat immobile in the cell for hours and hours, dreading what was yet to come.

-000-

"_Dear Hakon,_

_Please, please, please, read this letter. Your father's soldiers have stolen someone from my island. Someone very important to me. Astrid Hofferson. Blonde hair and blue eyes. She's the love of my life, please can you rescue her. I know I have no right to ask you anything, but please, for the sake of our friendship. _

_P.S If you do decide to rescue her, and please do, please don't her that I asked you to rescue her._

_Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III."_

Hakon signed. "The things I do for you, fishbone." Stuffing the letter into his pillow, the bank of every single letter he received from the Heir of Berk.

He noted that the letter had tear stains, publishing the charcoal writing on the parchment.

-000-

A dark figure stalked the cold, stony corridors of the prison. His quick and stealthy movements made him invisible to the guards.

He was at the cell that he needed. "Astrid Hofferson?" He asked, to be sure that he was about to rescue the right prisoner not some random one.

Judging by the surprised gasp, she didn't see him coming. "Who's asking?" Was her cool reply. Her voice betrayed that she had been crying. Who wouldn't though? She was 10, taken from her home and was about to become a slave. Stripped of all friends and weapons, she must have felt completely defenceless.

He pulled out his sword and smashed the lock with the hilt. "I'm here to rescue you. Stupid door." He hissed the last part to himself and kicked the metal bars, instead, losing patience.

"I don't need your help. I'd rather die than be helped by the enemy." She held the usual Viking stubborn attitude.

_Great, Hiccup, is it your life's purpose or something to make my life more difficult than it already is. You had to fall for her, didn't you?_ Hakon signed. "I'm offering you freedom and the chance to escape this damned island."

"I won't be helped by my enemy."

"Alright, have it your way." Hakon pulled the sleeves up and walked into the cell. He picked up the girl sitting in the cell and tossed her over his shoulder.

"Hey! Put me down." She punched his back, but his extra muscle and bulk didn't do much to the act of violence.

"You said you wouldn't be helped by your enemy, so I am kidnapping you out of this prison cell." He said, in a very childish manner. "What's so horrible about being helped?" He asked as he continued walking, ignoring the annoying spikes of her shirt pressing against his shoulder and ear.

"Put me down!" She continued to protest. This was more embarrassing than being helped, he was carrying her?! That was the same as saying that she was completely helpless and defenceless.

"Look, you stay in that cell, my dad is gonna make you the equivalent of my stepmother. When is your birthday, by the way? Maybe I'm older than you. If you just sit still or agree to walk then you can get out of here, no problem, get back to your friends and family."

"Outcasts wouldn't make offers without some kind of repayment. What do you want in return?"

"Let's just say that I'm one of a kind of Outcast." He said. She stopped her protests, understanding that she might have been stubborn, but still not as nearly as stubborn as the boy carrying her.

"So what's your name?" She asked.

"Hakon."

"Wait a second. Aren't you Alvin's son?"

"Well, someone pays attention in school. Yeah, but I don't get along with him. Anything that causes trouble to my dad is a pleasure for me."

"You remind me of Berk's Heir, always giving the Chief a headache."

Hakon smiled knowingly, safely knowing that she couldn't have seen his smirk, as she could only see what was behind him.

"I'm Astrid, by the way. I feel like we haven't properly been acquainted."

They got out of the prison. He put her on the ground. "I putting you down, hoping that you're not stupid enough to go back to that cell … And my shoulder is killing me." He massaged the shoulder, letting out a breath of relief.

"Thank you." She said exhaustedly, as she was lowered.

"Oh, hold still." He said, pulling out his sword and slicing the blade on the shackles of her hands and feet. "That will make a couple of things easier."

"So where are we going?" She asked, when he began to walk.

"The beach. I prepared a boat and here's a compass to get to Berk." He gave her the gadget, which had been actually crafted and delivered to him by the same person that had begged to get her out of prison. "I trust you will be able to row your way back to Berk, Blondie, and if not, the current should get you there, sooner or later."

"Blondie?" She stopped walking to look at him.

"I give everyone a nickname. It's gonna stick to you forever."

She rolled her eyes, and continued walking.

"You know, you're not so bad for an Outcast." She spoke after several tense seconds.

"I'm hoping that's a compliment." He said sarcastically. _Oh, great, Hiccup's sarcasm is rubbing off me. _

"Are you always like this?"

"Most of the time." He smirked.

They arrived at the beach. As promised, a small rowing boat was drifting in the water.

"You might want to keep the fact that I rescued you a secret. Chiefs, especially one like Stoic the Vast, can be a bit political and problematic about these sort of things. You wouldn't want to be banished to her, again would you?" He said as she got onto the boat.

"Naw, you think?" She said sarcastically.

"Good. Because you can be a bit unreasonable." He said, giving her a curt smile, while she scoffed. Blue-grey and blue eyes met as he bid her a goodbye and safe trip and she a thank you, pushing her stubbornness to the side.

-000-

"Astrid?!" Her mother yelped when she saw a thin, blonde and pale girl, lying in the rowing boat, which had been washed up on the shores of Berk.

"Mom." She leapt into an embrace, despite her drowned energy and famished hunger. "I'm okay."

"Astrid, me and your father were so worried. What happened?"

"I escaped the Outcast Prison. The guards were dumber than the Twins and Snotlout's stupidity combined. Found a rowing boat and got off the Island."

There was a crowd, she didn't notice how a certain brown-haired was looking off into the distance, a tear of joy sliding down his cheek and his mouth murmuring a thousand thanks in silence.


	6. Chapter 3 Part 2

Hakon looked out of the window of his bedroom. His weapons training was done for the day and he had done enough healing to extinct some sort of disease. He had done enough human body cutting up and examining to last him a lifetime. Johan ship would be coming in a couple of days, so he would be able to send Hiccup a note, to tease him about the girl…

"Urgh, Blondie, get out of my head." He gripped his hair and banged his head against the wall. The beautiful blonde Viking girl had been polluting his head for the past week, since he had freed her. "Hakon, you're an idiot, your falling for your best friend's crush. Idiot." He hissed at himself.

The door to his bedroom smashed open and two blurry and bulky soldiers came in. Messengers from the devil himself! Great.

"Alvin wants to see you." One of the said.

"Where is he?" Hakon asked, knowing that if he didn't get up to greet his father, his minions would drag him out of the room.

"The Dragon Arena." The other said.

Muttering something under his breath, he got up and walked to the Dragon Arena, being followed by the two soldiers. Hakon looked over his shoulder. "Father, you have serious trust issues." He murmured to himself.

Alvin the Treacherous was standing in the Arena, he was reading a parchment of paper. That was strange, Alvin the Treacherous never read anything. Hakon wasn't actually sure that his father could read. His twin sister was standing beside their father, wearing her trademark devious smile. What did she have to do with this?

"Hakon, my son. Do you know what these are?" Alvin said, pointing to the papers.

"No." Hakon couldn't read what the parchment said.

"They are letters, proving of your treasonous acts. You have had contact with the Heir of our enemy's tribe. You have made allies with Stoic's runt!"

Hakon's eyes burst with panic. His father knew?! His father?! Alvin the Treacherous?! The person that enjoyed the torture of anyone, had discovered him the in the ultimate act of treason?! His stomach bubbled with fear, for the first time in years.

"You have committed the unspeakable act of treason and so you will be punished. The standard punishment for treason is death … but as you are my son, I will change that."

There was a disappointed look on his twin sister's face.

"Hakon the Healing-hand, you're punishment for reading and writing letters from and to Berk's Heir is to never read or write another letter." There were many murmurs of confusion. "You are to be blinded." Alvin confirmed.

Suddenly the fear bubbling up in Hakon's stomach blew up into an explosion. Fear was a rare and unwelcome visitor to the Outcast Heir, but when it did come, it laid its full wrath and weight onto his shoulders.

The same two soldiers grabbed the 10 year old Heir by a shoulder each and forced him to walk toward his father, despite his protests and pleads.

They forced him to kneel before his father. The ruthless man's face was unreadable. He took a piece of rope from his daughter, and tied it around his son's head, covering the brilliant blue-grey eyes.

"As my son, I won't take your life. So I'll take the next most valuable thing, your eye sight."

The last thing that Hakon ever saw was the wicked and cruel grin of his father and sister.

-000-

The 10 year old raven haired boy lay immobile in his bedroom. The side of his face enjoying the sensation the cool stone floor had on his boiling face.

His eyes were gone. Unhealable. Dead. Finished. He would never see again. He was completely blind. The very thought made him cry tears of blood. Literally, drops of crimson fell on his cheeks.

Now he really had no one. His mother was dead and his connection to his best friend was destroyed. Squished with a rope, actually.

His father had made it clear. He was allowed nowhere except his house and the Healers House. At both of which he would be escorted to. Johan's ship or any other trader's ship was out of the question. The use of that, he had no idea. He couldn't see anything, the function that his eyes used to play of showing an image to his brain was just a blur of red.

He fell asleep on the floor. Not bothering to get to bed, finding it more than comfortable to be on the cold floor.

"_Hakon, my son, wake up."_

_The Heir startled awake, his eyesight was not working, but his ears were, and he knew the voice better than himself._

"_M-mom?" He said, weakly._

"_Yes, my boy. It's me." He felt the embrace of a gentle hug. "Hakon listen to me. You father has been very cruel to you. He may have destroyed your spirit. But you can't let him destroy you. In your life you will encounter a lot of disheartened people, and you are to set them an example."_

"_How, mom? I'm blind and I'm useless. I can't heal or fight or anything. So how can I possibly succeed in life?" He sounded frustrated more than confused._

"_I'm sure you can come up with something. You are a bright boy." A gentle hand ruffled his hair. "Surely you can combine your immense knowledge of the human body with fighting. And healing is something that you will have to figure out on your own."_

"_Why does my life have to be so difficult?" He murmured sarcastically._

"_Hakon, your life is indeed destined to be difficult, but very rewarding. You can't let other people to take your life's reward, you can't let them stop you. You'll need to rise and rise again until Terrors become Furies."_

_He smiled at her favourite quote._

"_Thanks mom. You always know what to say."_

He awoke from the sweet dream. It was only a dream, but he would believe for the rest of his life that it was his mother trying to contact him. He took this as a message, a sign of hope that he wasn't yet finished.

He would make his mother proud. Wherever she was.

-000-

"Nadder poison, no. Loki tree ash, nope. Stomach acid, not even close. Crushed beetles, not perfect. Dragon urine?" The boy put each vial of substance to his nose and voiced its contents. "This should do." He took the last vial. "Alright, put my palm on the wound." He told his patient. The soldier did so, warily but obediently. Hakon poured the liquid onto the wound. "Alright, that should disinfect the wound and heal faster. Take the rest of the week off, if my father says otherwise, say doctor's orders."

He was an exceptional healer, even without his eyesight. He had studied for years, how the human body worked, with his eyesight. Memorising every bone and muscle, the main archeries and veins, the main organs and so on. Now that he didn't see anything, his memory served him as good as eyes. Though amputation was done by someone else.

Being blind for the past couple of months, his ears, nose and touch senses had doubled in function. Ears could hear a pin drop in a 20 meter radius. Nose could identify most scents, generally herbs. Touch was how he saw a person's face or an object. Brushing his hands all over a person's face allowed him to judge what the person looked like, or what type of an object it was, he was holding.

He made up for his shortcomings.

-000-

"So, brother, enjoying the view? Oh, right, I forgot, you can't." A sinister voice approached him.

"Shut up, Celica. Or I will hurt you." He gritted his teeth, tightening his grip on the sword on his belt.

"What would my blind brother do to me?" She wondered out loud, to mock him. A sword swished inches away from her throat. She saw her brother standing in a solid sword-fighting stance. "So that's how it's going to be?" She said, pulling out her own sword.

The brother and sister duelled at the side of the cliff. Hakon was clumsy, but nonetheless bad. The two sword blades crashed together, until the brother made one final swing and his sister's sword fell to the ground, forgotten.

"_That_ is what your blind brother can do." He said, darkly, pointing the tip of the blade to her throat. He didn't see it, but she was staring at him in shock, trying to understand how he possibly beat her being blind.

She had forgotten that he had a photographic memory and extensive knowledge of how the bones, muscles and nerves worked together. Not seeing anything he was able to imagine what his previous strike had done, what her next attack would be and he knew how much strength and stamina she possessed. Who needed eyes anyway?

"I suggest you don't bother me, ever again." He threatened her, and put the sword away.

-000-
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	7. Chapter 4 Part 1

Three years had passed since Hakon lost his eyesight. He had grown accustomed to it by now. Waking up every morning and being the first thing he saw was a sheet of red was now normal.

He was now 13. He hadn't read or sent a letter to Hiccup in three years. He couldn't even sneak out to tell Johan that he lost his eyesight. He hadn't had any friends in 3 years. Yeah, all his 'friends' on Outcast Island had abandoned him because he cut up dead bodies to _study_ them and if that wasn't the breaking point, he was blind.

Despite his young age, he now walked with a long staff, some sort of peace offering from Alvin. Hakon took the staff, but of course still held the grudge against his father._ Huh, that ship has sailed, along with my eyesight_. It helped him walk and avoid catastrophe.

He had grown, a lot. Like the traditional Viking, he was buff and muscular, training in sword fighting every afternoon, more eagerly and intensely than Alvin had ever forced him. He was quite handsome, despite the black piece of cloth covering his eyes, to spare passers-by of the horror.

Yeah, he was sure that he made his dead mother proud.

-000-

Growing up for Hiccup was tough, to say the least. But the worst part was that his best friend, who had sworn to be by his side, even if it was by letters, had abandoned him. And even worse was that Hiccup didn't know why. The letters just stopped, and there was no explanation.

Hiccup went through the whole ocean of bullies, daydreaming of his crush, avoiding his father and the dragon raids or the aftermath, every day, but Hakon's letters were his comfort.

Knowing that there was someone somewhere that cared for him and bothered to talk to him, was all that he needed to get through his day. He had gained some confidence, but when Johan's ship docked and he was empty of letters, that confidence plummeted.

Three years, not a single note escaped Outcast Island. And so slowly, Hiccup packed the parchments of letters into a metal box, locked it up, and put it somewhere in the attic, where all forgotten things were put.

He had more important things to think about. He had dragons to train, responsibilities to complete, and expectations to fulfil. And so, Hakon the Healing-hand was just a figure at the back of his mind … but was not completely forgotten.

-000-

"Ok, gang. Class dismissed." Hiccup said while walking away and writing something in his notebook.

"Hiccup, we only had 15 minutes of training." Astrid cocked her eyebrow, at the leaving figure.

"Think of it as a day off." He called back, as he saddled his beloved Night Fury.

The others cheered at their sudden holiday announcement, Astrid, on the other hand, wasn't convinced. She got on her Nadder and followed the Dragon Trainer.

Hiccup was at the beech, rubbing Toothless' head, sitting by a campfire, looking off to the sea.

"Nice view." She said, walking up to him.

"Yeah." Hiccup acknowledged her presence, and leaned against Toothless' snoozing form.

"What's up?"

"Nothing."

"Then, why did you cancel classes for today?"

"I have my own holiday." He knew that the longer he delayed his answer, the more curious she would get. "You remember when I was 5, a storm caught the boat that I was on. It took weeks to find all the crew, and I arrived safely on Trader Johan's ship, not 2 days more since that storm. Well, today is the anniversary. Every year, I come to a beach, and thank the gods for sparing my life. It really was a miracle."

"You never talked about what happened or how you got back."

"That's not important. I survived and returned to Berk in less than 3 days after the storm.

There was a moment of silence.

"I guess, I have to thank the gods as well … I wouldn't have you right now, if they didn't bring you back." She smiled at him, and he smiled back. They both leaned into a much wanted kiss that lasted, for what seemed to last eternity.

-000-

'_You're a failure … Stop trying … You have failed." _The voice of Alvin the Treacherous rang through his head.

"Stop, get out of my head!"

'_Without eyesight you are nothing.' _His sister's voice jingled within the nerves of his brain.

"No, you're lying!"

'_You have failed me, my son.' _Pain was so much more difficult to bare when it his mother's voice.

"No, that's not true! It can't be."

'_You abandoned me and made my life cursed because you made a mistake.' _Hiccup's dry voice that was usually overflowed with sarcasm was condemning him.

"I'm sorry! I'm so very sorry!"

'_I hate you!" _That was the breaking straw. Astrid.

"No… GET OUT OF MY HEAD?! ALL OF YOU!" That didn't work, they just circled his brain more. He stumbled to his closet of herbs, head throbbing, and grabbed leaves after leaves, smelling them to identify which was which. Finally, having found the right one, he stuffed it in his throat with vigour and fell to the stone floor within seconds.

-000-
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	8. Chapter 4 Part 2

The snoring outside his bedroom identified that the guards were asleep and the coast was clear. The Outcast Heir crept out of his room. Staff in hand, sword on belt, dagger in scabbard, supplies stuffed in cloak and pockets, he made his way out of the damned room that held him prisoner.

As he walked, one hand slid on the wall to know where he was going.

"Ok, docks. This way." He told himself and quietly moved to the docks, under the cover the night provided. To his unbelievable luck, he didn't bump into anyone that could have compromised his mission.

Holding off his celebration, he jumped onto a rowing boat and rowed as much as he could. Not caring where he was going, just as long as it was nowhere near Outcast Island. At this moment, he didn't care if he died out at sea, he would have preferred death, trying to escape, than staying on Outcast Island, any time of the week.

Rowing two days straight, he collapsed into the boat, tired beyond measurement. "Blondie, how the hell did you do it?" He breathed out.

When his mind wasn't occupied with medicine, weapon training, revenge, human autonomy, it was taken up by the blonde girl that had been prisoner on the Island 3 years ago. He wondered what had changed about her. In the three years from which he had met her, he became lovesick for her. Buried childish feelings grew into obsession.

With the last thought being her, he fell asleep, allowing the current to take the boat, wherever it decided.

-000-

"Hey, guys. Look at this, a wrecked boat on Berk." Tuffnut yelled from the back of his Zippleback head, as the gang patrolled the beeches, while having another dragon competition.

"Argh, if it's another cute looking, innocent, girl who has a story about pirates attacking her island, but is actually working for the Outcasts, I'm gonna throw her back to sea." Astrid voiced her thoughts, glumly following her peers, as they landed.

"Good news, Astrid, it's some guy." Fishlegs said as he peered into the boat. Then his eyes widened. "Bad news, he's an Outcast soldier, let's just get out of here." He ran up to his dragon.

"Hold on, Fishlegs." Said Hiccup, walking up to the boat. "Hakon?" He tried to shout in shock but his voice dried when he saw the figure of his best friend lying unconscious on the floor of the boat. He jumped into the boat to check his friend's pulse. Still beating, he was still alive. "Oh thank Odin." He breathed out as soon as he heard a beat.

Intrigued, Astrid walked slowly to the boat, followed by the other riders.

Hiccup managed to get the Outcast onto the beach floor, finding it difficult to examine him in the boat. "Gods, buddy, you have to lose some weight." He mumbled as the body fell to the sand. Hiccup jumped off the boat.

"Hiccup? Who the Hell is that?" Snotlout asked as the group got closer.

"It-It can't be…" Astrid starred at the unconscious body, she kneeled beside it, opposite Hiccup. "Is he alive?" She asked him, pressing her ear to his heart.

"Only just. Hakon, I swear if you're dead, I will drag you out of Valhalla myself." Hiccup gestured for Toothless to get to them.

"Wait a second. It was you?! You sent him the letter—" Astrid starred at the Berk Heir in front of her.

"Can we please talk about this later?" Hiccup interrupted her. "We need to get him to the Elder. Can you guys get him onto Toothless?"

"Uh, who is he?" Tuffnut asked.

"That's the least of my problems." Hiccup said, gritting his teeth, glaring at the limp body.

"What is this?" Astrid examined the black band over his eyes, gently she took the piece of cloth off and gasped at the sight. There was just a massive, red, throbbing wound covering both eyes, circling the whole head. Astrid noticed that it was a rope burn. By the looks of it, it wasn't recent, but must have hurt like hell.

"By Odin…" Hiccup examined the boy's face. "We need to get him to the Elder, now! Snotlout, Tuffnut, put him on Toothless."

When the two boys were about object or ask more questions, Astrid shot them a fierce look and they complied.

"Astrid, grab his stuff and anything else in the boat. Meet me at the Elder's house." Hiccup took off at the speed of light.

-000-

"He's dehydrated." Gobber translated from Gothi's scribbles. "His eyesight is probably damaged, if not gone. And he needs rest, lots of it."

"That can be arranged." Hiccup said, sitting beside the unconscious figure.

That was when the gang, came into the Healer's hut, Astrid carrying some sort of stick and a bag of herbs.

"Son, can you please tell me who this is?" Stoic asked, now that the condition had been said.

"His name in Hakon the Healing-Hand, he's Alvin's son and he was my best friend."

He heard a couple of gasps behind him.

"You made friends with Outcasts?!" Snotlout exclaimed. Hiccup smiled, when he heard the Jorgenson grunt in pain, probably from the punch that Astrid issued.

"He saved my life. And he did something for me, something that was highly treasonous. And I guess this is how he was punished for it." He gestured to his eyes. "I can't believe I got him into this mess." Hiccup buried his face into his hands.

"What did he do so treasonous?" Stoic asked.

"He rescued me from the Outcast Prison, when I was captured." Astrid said, walking up to Hiccup and the unconscious Hakon. "Hiccup, it's not your fault." She embraced the Berk Heir.

"Yes, it is. If I would have just not washed up on Outcast Island, and we didn't become friends so instantly, he wouldn't have … that." He pointed to the damaged eyes.

"Trust me, I know exactly how stubborn he is." She looked into his eyes. "If its anyone's fault, its probably mine. Look Hiccup, wait a bit until he wakes up. And he'll tell the story. And if he refuses, I will beat it out of him."

"You don't understand, Astrid-"

"Hiccup, he was my friend too."


	9. Chapter 4 Part 3

"Are you alright? You've been sitting here for two days straight." Astrid came into the Haddock house, followed by the other members of the Academy that were either worried for their friend or were forced to come.

"I'm fine … just worried." Hiccup said, hugging his knees closer to his chest, staring at his almost lifeless friend.

Astrid sighed and sat opposite Hiccup, beside Hakon's side. "He'll survive. It'll take more than a little journey in harsh conditions to break him."

"That's not what I'm afraid of. I know he'll wake up. There's just something at the back of my mind that won't give me any rest." Hiccup reached his hand out to the warrior's neck. There was a long piece of string, and it was laced through the hollows of dozens of teeth. Different shapes, different sizes, but one thing was for sure, was that they were dragon. Hiccup took the necklace off and handed it to Astrid. "One tooth, is for every dragon he killed."

Astrid and the other teens starred at the necklace. There were about 20 teeth on that necklace, and the guy lying unconscious was about 14.

"He's … a prodigy." Hiccup said, as if reading their minds. "Stabbed his first dragon to death when he was 5. His father's idea of training, for the majority of them."

"Hiccup he only did it self-defence, I'm sure that he can be convinced."

"Astrid, you don't know what he's lived through. His mother … the only person that was there for him … was killed by a Night Fury." Hiccup looked at the said dragon lying on the rock bed.

There were a couple of gasps, or stares or the tugging on the corner of mouth.

"He's gonna hate me." Hiccup buried his face in his knees. He began to weep. Astrid walked up to him and embraced him.

-000-

Third day of Hakon's unconsciousness was where Astrid begun to come more regularly, if only for the benefit of Hiccup who had rarely left the side of the unconscious warrior.

"How did you guys meet?" She asked, after a bitter moment of silence.

"When that storm carried me off, I got washed up on the beech of Outcast Island. Little bit more time, and I would have died if he wasn't there, I would have died … we became friends instantly. And after he helped me get off that damn island, we still kept in touch. Trader Johan delivered our letters … Then you got kidnapped, and I sent a message to him to rescue you. I never heard from him again. And now I know why."

A slim hand touched his shoulder. "Hiccup, he's going to be alright." She embraced him.

In the midst of their embrace, there was a groaning sound. One by one limp fingers twitched. Breathing became quieter. His system was slowly reawakening, except his eyes, which remained dead still.

Hiccup looked up to look at his barely alive friend.

The Outcast sat up from his position on the bed, a hand clutching his head, as it spun dizzily.

Hiccup couldn't wait much longer. He ambushed the Outcast in a fierce hug.

"Wha-?" Was all Hakon managed to react to, before he shoved the Berk Heir off him. "Who are you?" He said, his hands already in fistfuls, ready to strike.

"Hakon, it's me … Hiccup." The Dragon Tamer understood that maybe leaping on an unsuspected blind Outcast was not the wisest thing to do.

"Hiccup? No… No! … You're just a voice in my head! … Get out! … I don't want to hear you!" The blind Outcast yelled, clutching fistfuls of his black hair, and shaking violently, as if trying to tear his head from his neck.

Hiccup grabbed his friend's shoulders and shook them violently enough to give the Outcast Heir a concussion. "It is me! Me as in Hiccup! The Berk Heir! The screw up that washed up on Outcast Island when he was 5! The person who asked you for so much, but couldn't return the gesture! Hiccup, your best friend!" Tears were leaking out of the emerald eyes, like rain. "The person that did this to you." He said, resigning the violent shake and weeping into the covers of his friend's bed.

Two hands cupped on Hiccup's face, rummaging the face and studying every dent and piece of skin. For several moments they all sat there in silence, as Hakon concentrated and his once brutal, and how gentle, hands searched the face of the Berk Heir.

"Hiccup." Hakon finally breathed, and threw his arms around the Dragon Trainer, almost strangling him, weeping too.

"That's what I've been trying to tell you for the past 5 minutes." Hiccup said sarcastically, tightening the overdue hug.

"Fishbone, just shut up … I'm just glad that you're not dead."

"You have so much confidence in me, unbelievable." Hiccup said, sarcastically.

"This is you we're are talking about." Hakon laughed.

"Ok, break it up. It's my turn." Astrid practically shoved Hiccup off the Outcast and embraced him, herself. "I'm glad you're safe."

"B-Blondie?" Hakon said, awkwardly, in surprise. Great, the love of his life was hugging him and he was a stuttering idiot, perfect. He awkwardly hugged back. "Glad you … made it back." Then he regain his composure. "I'm confused, you wouldn't be helped by your enemy, but you're hugging him right now."

Astrid's response was a punch to the shoulder. "One of these days, your tongue is going to suffocate you."

"That will be the day." Hiccup rolled his eyes.

-000-

"So, what's going to happen now?" Hakon asked, before slurping in a spoonful of boiling soup.

"My dad is going to adopt you, so you can stay on Berk, permanently. That is if you want?"

"Of course I do. What kind of stupid question is that?"

Hiccup chuckled for a few moments, then he was reminded by a bitter fact. "So, what happened?"

"… My father found your letters. The punishment was death … my sister was pushing on that one … but he changed the punishment, for some reason, and just took my eyes instead … I'm so sorry that I abandoned you, but … you know."

"Yeah. I'm sorry that I doubted you."

"What happened to you? Please don't tell me that you're still trying to become 'A Viking'."

"Actually, I gave up on that. Tell me, how mad are you going to be if I told you that I trained and now ride a dragon?" Hiccup looked like he was waiting for the drop of a bomb.

Hakon stayed silent for what seemed like forever. His sightless facial expression said that he was debating with himself. "As long as you keep every single dragon at least 5 meters radius away from me … I'll try to tolerate." He said, rather darkly.

"That's it no … fists … no sarcastic remark … no scorn." Hiccup had to say that he was surprised. His best friend was as Viking as someone could get.

"I always knew that you weren't the typical Viking, and that you saw the world through different eyes … maybe you saw something in dragons that I never did, nor did anyone else."

"What if I said that the dragon I ride is … a Night Fury?"

"… I can't say the same thing, about that. The Night Fury murdered my mother. You can't expect me to forgive that, instantly."

"It's alright, I don't expect you to."

"Well, that explains why you smell like a dragon, but I can't understand which one. Let me guess, Blondie rider a Deadly Nadder?"

"You can identify things like that by smell?"

"Second best of my remaining senses. Best one is hearing. That one is annoying. Imagine being able to hear a pin drop a mile away. Next comes smell, third is touch. Last one taste. And of course the eyes are completely dead."

"Out of curiosity, what do you see right now? If that makes sense" Hiccup asked, the question that was bugging him.

"Just a sheet of red. Thick blood red."

"I'm so sorry."

"It's not your fault. It's a punishment of mine, for not being careful. Besides, maybe it was a wake-up call that it was time to get off that blasted island. I didn't care where I was going, or if I would in fact survive, I just wanted to desert that hunk of land."

"And now, we're together, as brother."

"In everything but blood." Hakon smiled.


	10. Chapter 4 Part 4

Hakon became the village Healer, compensating Stoic for his generosity. Being Outcast born, Alvin the Treacherous' son and blind, he didn't get too many clients, at first at least, for fear that he would poison them. But eventually, one by one villagers that were near death did come to him and learnt to trust him.

-000-

"Any numbness? Stiffness? Ache? Itching, perhaps?" Hakon asked, rummaging through some bottles with herbs, smelling each one to know what it was.

"Itchy. And very hot." The worried Viking said, gripping the tunic of his shirt so that the Healer could deal with a swollen, white-hot, revolting wound.

"Found it." Hakon said, taking out some berries. "This might sting a bit." He squeezed the juice out of the berry onto the wound. The Viking hissed. Bubbles formed on the wound.

"It's steaming!" He yelled, looking as white puff lifted off into the air.

"I know. Not a nice feeling. The wound will heal. Healing is a nasty business. Just wait a couple of seconds." Hakon got up and went to the cupboard, taking out another herb. "This should be soothing." He placed the leaf onto the wound.

The Viking's expression, though Hakon didn't see it, had soothed at the touch of the leaf.

"Alright, that's it. Come back tomorrow. The wound need care to set." He got up.

"Thank you, lad. You saved me a limb."

"It's an ulcer? It's curable."

"If it continued to hurt like that, it would have been less painful to get rid of the arm." He said. "You're a good man, lad." The Viking patted his shoulder. "It's difficult to believe that your father is Alvin the Treacherous."

"I can assure you that our only resemblance is our looks." Hakon hated it when someone said that, but this happened with almost every Viking that he had so far healed.

"Yes, well. I'm sorry that the tribe treats you as the outcast—"

"I understand. They might believe that the apple doesn't fall too far from the tree." Hakon wanted this man to just stop talking now.

"In this village, you'd learn that saying doesn't exist. Just look at the Chief and his son. Well, see you tomorrow, then, lad."

Why did he ask him to return tomorrow? And his argument didn't help much, Hiccup and Stoic were more similar than anyone thought. All Hiccup had to do was train up (which was what Hakon already had in mind) and dye his hair red, and he'd be your Stoic II.

-000-

"So, how are things, here?" Hiccup asked, sitting on a stool, watching his friend wrap a bandage on a little girl's knee.

"Nothing new, ulcers, broken limb, _skinned knees_."

"Hey, it wasn't my fault that my dragon threw me off." The little girl defended. Hakon threw his friend a sightless look that clearly spelt 'which proves my point about dragons'.

"Alright, no more dragon riding for you for the next couple of days." Hakon said, sternly but in a protective brotherly way.

"Ok." She walked out of the Healer's Hut, limping slightly.

"You know, for someone with a deranged sister and that type of upbringing, you're great with kids." Hiccup said, watching the girl go out.

"Is there a reason you're here?" Hakon asked, embarrassed by that fact.

"I wanted to persuade you about dragons, come on. Let's take a walk. It's the afternoon, your work day is over." Hiccup patted his friend's shoulder and guided both of them out of the large hut.

"Argh, I really doubt that you're going to change my mind." Hakon said after a resigned shrug. "What is it with you and dragons? In one way or another?"

"Don't know."

"You know, in one of my letters, I said, we'll slay dragons together … now that dream is nothing but a figure of the past."

"For the longest time, that was my dream as well. An impossible but sweet dream. Slay dragons with my best friend, prove my worth to my father, get the love of my life… but then I met Toothless, and the dreams changed." Hiccup replied.

-000-

"How do you like flying!?" Hiccup yelled over his shoulder as Toothless was flying crazily, performing all sorts of stunts and tricks that would have been suicidal for a normal person.

Hiccup sure hoped that it was worth it, he spent nearly an hour trying to get Hakon onto the back of the Night Fury, everything becoming so much more difficult being the stubborn Viking that he was. In the end, Hiccup gave up, saddled Toothless, seemingly flew off and then kidnapped his friend, asking Toothless to toss the teenager on the saddle.

"THIS. IS. AWESOME!" Hakon yelled from the top of his lungs.

This was the same sort of flight he took Astrid on, (the crazy spinning part of it, not the romantic gliding). Unlike Astrid, this guy was enjoying the daring adrenaline of flying for the first time. Like Astrid, he was one tradition set Viking to persuade.

From below, Astrid and the rest of the gang were watching the insane flight, and heard the joyous whoops of both boys.

"Hiccup really has a taste in friends." Fishlegs said, looking at the mad flight being taken. "Night Furies, Outcast Heirs, what next?"

"What in the what? He's supposed to be persuading Hakon to like dragons, not make in hate them even more than he already does." Astrid commented, a hand over her eyebrows to block out the sun light.

"Judging by the whoops, I don't think he minds." Tuffnut said, watched as the Night Fury plunged into the ocean. "I don't care what you say Snotlout, that guy is awesome."

"Whatever." Snotlout crossed his arms. "I still don't trust him. No one just washes up on Berk and happen to be Hiccup's best friend. And what were those girls doing chasing after him. All the more reason to be suspicious. Right guys?"

-000-

The longer Hakon stayed on Berk, healing the injured Vikings that visited, the more fan-girls he began having. Most of which were from his best friend's fan girl club (which drove a certain blonde shield-maiden insane.)

Apparently, his scars were considered cool and a mark of valour and bravery. Committing treason against the most blood-thirsty man in the Archipelago was another pointer of daring. He was a prodigy with weapons, being able to fight fire-breathing reptiles from the age of 5. Not to mention he was decently handsome.

They followed him almost everywhere.

The irritatingly ironic thing was that Hakon didn't really care about any of them. He was already madly in love with his best friend's girlfriend. Feeling like a horrible person, he tried to focus his attention to one of the girls, which was the reason he hadn't dispersed them. But none of them caught his liking.

-000-

"You know you can't hide here forever right?" Astrid said, both were sitting in her house, under her front door. Hakon needed to hide from them, and the last place they would go to was Astrid Hofferson's (their arch-nemesis) house.

"How did Hiccup get rid of them?" Hakon asked, frowning as one passed the house, calling out his name.

"He got a girlfriend. Speaking of girlfriends, you should at least look for one. I can't believe I'm saying this, but maybe you'd like one of the fan girls."

"Nah, I like the independent type. If you're gonna call that independent, then I'll start wondering which one of us is actually blind." He said, hoping that she would decipher his words. She didn't seem to take the hint.

-000-

"Hey! You! We need to talk." Snotlout yelled coming into the Healer's Hut.

"I have a name you know." Hakon said, screwing a jar and putting it on a shelf.

"I don't care. Listen, you think you can waltz in, start putting plasters to little girl's knees and think that this Tribe will accept you? Your father is a criminal! A traitor to this Island! And I think it's time you should be treated as one as well!" He grabbed the healer's shoulder and threw the boy out of the tent and out to the streets.

"If you're looking for a fight? Then so be it." Hakon stood in a firm stance. His sword was absent from his belt at the moment. He could hear a crowd was begging to gather.

"You think you can come here and steal every girl that is left on the island. I think not!" Snotlout jumped, mace in the air, ready to strike and yelling a battle cry… Hakon simply walked out of the way, making Snotlout land unevenly, with a loud thump. "Alvin's runt!" Hakon dodged each punch his opponent threw at him. "Savage barbarian!"

That was the one that did it. Hakon grabbed the beefy fist and delivery a quick and seemingly harmless few punches to his rib cage. The arm fell limply to the Jorgenson's side, unable to move.

"I'd advice you to watch your language." Hakon said darkly, walking away from the warrior, back into the tent, only to be pulled back by the same guy, with the tunic.

"This isn't over! What did you do to me?" Snotlout yelled, probing his paralysed arm.

"If you don't want to feel completely helpless for the next hour then leave me alone, please?" Hakon wanted nothing more than to get back to work.

Another punch was thrown his way. He grabbed the rogue fist delivered another set of punches, making the arm fall helplessly to the side. The crowd laughed at Snotlout's helplessness. He was fuming red now, Hakon could practically feel the anger radiating from him. The leg was thrown in as a kick, and it too fell numb.

"Show's over." Hakon went back into the tent, leaving his opponent completely defenceless, on the floor, while the rest of the village mocked and humiliated him.

-000-

"That was awesome, you totally beat up Snotlout! You really are awesome." Tuffnut said, when all the teens were sitting in the tent, somehow fitting six persons in.

"And now the Chief is going to banish me. Wonderful." Hakon grumbled, gripping his hair in fistfuls.

"Buddy, what you did was chivalrous. You tried to walk away from the fight, but he wouldn't let you. Then when he attacked you, you defended yourself without mortally harming you. So what if he's gonna be lying on the footpath for the next half hour?" Hiccup put a hand on his distressed friend's shoulder.

"Still." Hakon argued.

The beefy Chief of Berk entered the tent and looked at his adopted son. "Snotlout has been put under house arrest, for a month. That means one of you will have to keep Hookfang for a month under their roof." He said, casually.

"What? No punishment for me? Not even a beating?" Hakon was surprised.

"Son, this is Berk … not Outcast. And I'm Stoic the Vast … not Alvin the Treacherous." The Berk Chief exited the tent.

"Yeah, still getting used to that. I guess." Hakon said, weakly, subconsciously rubbing his shoulder and trailing up to the back of his head. Only Hiccup knew, why. He witnessed a snippet of the father son relationship between his best friend and his worst enemy.
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"So, what's new in the life of my best friend?" Hakon threw a muscular arm over the skinny shoulders of the blacksmith, upon entering their shared room, after a long day of work.

"We got a Changewing into the Academy. Hopefully, tomorrow we'll be able to train it."

"That sounds … fun?" Hakon didn't know what was the right word to describe dragon training? Never having done it himself.

"It's going to be awesome. Always wanted to train one. Ever since that raid on our village by deranged Changewings."

Hakon sighed. "Only you would look for danger."

"I don't look for danger?" Hiccup quizzically at his blind friend.

"Looking for a wild Night Fury—" Hakon counted on his fingers.

"I shot down a Night Fury, any Viking would go after it—"

"Battle with the Red Death—"

"That was a necessity ok—"

"Try to get captured by my father—"

"To save Berk—"

"Fall off several cliffs—"

"To save my dragon."

Hakon was getting irritated. "Befriend me."

That was the one that Hiccup had nothing to say on. "Yeah, your right. I do look for danger." He smiled.

"You two are worse than Ruffnut and Tuffnut." Astrid said, coming up the stairs. "I could hear your argument from outside the house."

"Hey, were brothers in everything but blood. You can't expect us to _not _argue." Hakon tightened his arm on Hiccup's shoulders, just enough to let Hiccup breathe.

Astrid rolled her eyes.

"Yeah, so whatever. I gotta go make everything's ready for the Changewing. I love Changewings!" Hiccup was like a small kid, bursting with excitement over a new toy, or Fishlegs, upon discovering a new species of dragon.

"Bet a jar of Nadder poison, he comes to my healing hut by midday." Hakon put up a fist.

"Done." Astrid spudded the hand.

-000-

"I hate Changewings!" Hiccup came into the hut, holding his forearm.

"Let me guess, it deposited acid, almost killed you then flew out of arena." Hakon said in a deadpan voice, already smelling jars of herbs and liquids.

"Not quite … it hid in the forest, and now I don't know how to find it!" Hiccup freaked out, and breathed heavily. "Help me." He said, timidly and desperately.

"Where did you hurt yourself?" Hakon said, holding a bowl in his hands and mashing something sweet-scented inside.

"Forearm." He placed his forearm in his friend's palm. "And I didn't hurt myself. It was the Changewing's fault."

"Yeah, sure, whatever." Hakon dismissed the topic and pressed the substance he made onto the acid wound. Hiccup hissed in pain as the liquid stung and sizzled on the wound. "Toothless, it's alright, he's not dying!" Hakon shooed the concerned Night Fury away.

Hiccup looked at the entrance of the tent and saw the black, scaly head and worried toxic green eyes. "How did you know he was there?" He hadn't even noticed his dragon come in, and yet the blind healer did.

"Dragons have distinct smells." Hakon said absent-mindedly, putting jars and vials onto their shelves.

Hiccup suddenly jumped up. "That's it! Buddy, can you find the scent of the Changewing in the forest?"

"If there is something left of it, in the Academy." Hakon was confused at his friend's plan.

-000-

Five minutes later, Hakon found himself siting behind his friend, on the back of the Night Fury. Ten minutes later he was sniffing the Changewing's cell.

"Argh, this is useless." Snotlout let out a groaned, as the dragon riders watched the mysterious blind healer put his nose to a cage.

"I got something. Let's go to the woods." Hakon held up a multi colouring scale. The Night Fury, quickly picked him up and the teenagers were off to the woods. "Fly low and slowly. I need to sense it." Hakon said, griping on the green shirt for dear life.

They flew for a while, until Hakon abundantly tugged on his friend's shirt and asked them to fly down.

The Outcast looked a bit like an animal, smelling the earth, rock and trees, until he suddenly stopped in his tracks. "There it is." He pointed to a random tree.

"Are you sure?" Astrid asked.

"Positive."

Hiccup sniggered at the choice of words.

"Give me that grass thing that dragons like so much." Hakon outstretched his palm to his friend.

"Just make sure you don't hurt yourself. Who's going to heal the Heal?" Hiccup put the grass in the hand.

"Don't worry, I am the opposite of you." Hakon neared the tree, oblivious to the pouted expression and roll of eyes from the Dragon Trainer. He stroked the grass against the tree.

"This is stupid!" Snotlout exclaimed.

A form of a dragon suddenly sprouted out of nowhere. Hypnotising yellow, curiosity-struck eyes pouring all over him. Too bad Hakon didn't see it. Unlike the teen's, Hakon didn't react when the Changewing showed itself, adding to the Changewing's curiosity.

"Uh, what do I do now, oh great Dragon Trainers?"

"You have to make a bond. Put out your hand. Oh, and loose the sword." Hiccup instructed.

Hakon sighed, he threw the sword away, then a dagger, then a poisonous dart, then a mini axe, bolas and carried on throwing weapons away.

"Wow, you weren't kidding when you said he was a dragon killer." Ruffnut said, watching the pile of weapons piling up.

"Are you done?" Hiccup asked his friend, annoyed how long it was taking to unload all the weapons.

"Where was that throwing knife?" Hakon mumbled, searching his side pockets, and finding the object of damage on his chest pocket, and lastly pulling off the necklace made of dragon teeth. "Ok, what do I do now?"

"Make a bond with the dragon. You have to get him to trust you. Outstretch your hand."

Slowly, the Outcast put out his gentle hand in front of the dragon face. The dragon in return growled at the hand and judging by the heat, slowly radiating from him, was about to fire scorching acid.

"Yeah, this thing isn't going to trust a notorious dragon slayer anytime soon." Hakon pulled back and instantly the growling stopped.

The dragon's muzzle gestured to Hakon's eye level. The healer pulled the band off to reveal to horrendous scar collapsing with where his eyes were supposed to be. He retried putting his hand forward, this time, to his surprise, the dragon didn't growl or start smoking or turn threatening, and instead Hakon felt a scaly snout press against his hand.

"Wow, Hakon training a dragon? Never thought I'd see this sight." Astrid said, as shocked as anyone when the Changewing accepted him.

"Me neither." Hiccup commented.

-000-

Sorry for not updating in a while, I was busy, so … sorry? Anyway, next chapter we'll know the dragon's name. Feel free to send suggestions.
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"So how are things with the new dragon?" Hiccup asked his best friend as the two walked to the Healing Hut. "Did you even give him a name?"

"Things are going great. And about a name, I was thinking 'Shadow'?"

"Why Shadow?" Hiccup said, confused.

"Because he literally stick to me like a shadow. No more than 5 meters away from me." Hakon had that annoying knowing smile.

"Where?" Hiccup looked around, to find the area empty of any Changewings.

Hakon pointed a finger to a random house's wall. "There." He put his fingers to his mouth and let out a low tuned whistle. The Changewing appeared out of nowhere, clawed onto a house.

"How did you know that he was there?"

"His smell is engraved on my memory."

"Quite ironic don't you think? The invisible dragon and the blind boy. Who would have thought that would make such a pair?"

"Who would have thought the Offspring of Lightning and Death would be best buddies with the screw up blacksmith who can't lift a sword to save his life?" Hakon teased.

They had a tense stare (on Hiccup's side anyway) down, contemplating the insult, then burst out laughing. Throwing an arm over the other's shoulder, and continued walking, exchanging jokes and sarcasm.

-000-

"Shadow? What do you want? Go back to sleep." Hakon groaned being awoken from his peaceful nap on the hammock in his Healing Hut. It was midnight, the healer had had a long day and was both too tired and lazy to go to the Haddock House.

The Changewing started with liking his face, to get his owner to wake up.

"Shadow, I am going to sever your head off, in a second … I don't need my eyes to do that … Not completely … defenceless." He drifted to sleep, turning to his side.

The Changewing wasn't convinced. It huffed in annoyance and tipped the hammock, making his owner fall flat on his face.

"Shadow! Isn't it enough for that I already have damaged eyes, that you also find the need to break my nose!" The healer slammed his hands against the floor and gave a blank yet accusative stare at the Changewing.

The dragon sniffed his master's face and continued to nudge it. "What do you want now, useless lizard?" Hakon placed his hands on the dragon's scaly face and traced every nook and crony on him. "There, you happy? Can I go to sleep now? Curiosity killed the Changewing, satisfaction brought it back." He put his palms on his stomach and drifted off. "Selfish reptile." He mumbled.

Hakon didn't know what happened after that, but next morning he found his dragon wrapped around him, in a protective way, with a welcoming warmth radiating from the dragon.

"Whoa, look at this." Astrid said, coming into the tent, with Hiccup on her tail, meeting the sight of Shadow wrapped around Hakon.

"This scaly flying lizard nearly broke my nose, made me fall off my hammock just so he could get cosy. Soft reptile. Shove off, softie." The healer pushed the scaly face towards the exit. The dragon groaned and trotted out.

"Welcome to our world." Hiccup said.

"Speak for yourself, dragon boy. Stormfly doesn't do this sort of thing. She's trained, unlike certain dragons." Astrid said, crossing her arms.

"Ok, can you take your flirting and get out of my tent." Hakon shooed them out. "This facility is for healing not for your make out sessions."

Hakon didn't need his eyesight to now that his two closest human friends were batting their eyes for each other. He and Hiccup were like brothers, but he couldn't stand him flirting with the love of his life. Yeah, they were girl and boy friend, but still … the healer felt uncomfortable … he probably never would.

Hiccup and Astrid rolled their eyes at him and either mumbled something inaudible or punched him in the shoulder.

"Right, I'm off. I have actual important things to do." Astrid said, placing a peck on her boyfriend's cheek. "Bye." She ran off after that.

"Are we gonna test your new saddle or what?" Hiccup looked at his friend.

"Do we have to?" The Outcast Heir whined like a toddler. "I've been here for half a year and you already managed to turn me from a dragon hating Outcast to already getting me on a dragon."

"Hey, I have a gift. Come on get out."

-000-

"Well?"

"In the words of Tuffnut Thorston: this is awesome and scary." Hakon said.

His positioning on the saddle was different than other riders. Hiccup now understood why he asked for certain adjustments. The antennas on the Changewing were now more like reigns. There were stirrups, which look like they were for horse saddles. He didn't sit on the saddle, residing in standing, instead.

"You know that most annoying thing about flying?" Hakon asked, making Hiccup look his direction. "Is that I'm going to have to trust this guy." He pointed to the Changewing. "At ALL times, and I have absolutely no control over him. This isn't called trust, more like dictatorship."

"I know how that feels. In a cave, I can't see anything and Toothless lets out these sounds and get us out of them. All I do on his back is adjust his tail … Can't imagine doing that at ALL the times."

"Welcome to my world."

-000-

The bond between the dragon and ex-dragon slayer, progressed exceedingly quickly. They depended on each other more than any other riders, more than Hiccup and Toothless. Well, it was Hakon who had dragon trust issues, but with severe blindness, to go anywhere important would be best by dragon.

So their bond became unique. The Changewing was well named, he really followed his rider like a shadow.
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It had been a year since Hakon had settled on Berk. The teens were 15 each. He seemed to have the great life. A decent job, a home, adopted father and his best friend (that was more of a brother than friend), and a loyal dragon (that now had the title of best friend).

Everything seemed perfect, but then the news of the Berserkers visiting came.

That was where things began to crumble. He wanted to tell Hiccup certain things … but he was too scared. He relied on the Dragoon Trainer so much, practically his whole life that he was too afraid what would happen. _Huh, so much for the brave, strong warrior._

-000-

"Dagur is here." Stoic said, on the docks, with all the teens standing behind him. They awaited the Berserker's main ship to dock and for the Chieftain to arrive. The annual treaty was already waiting to be sighed, hopefully quickly and painlessly, so that the Berserkers could be on their way.

The plank was put on deck and a Berserker stood on it. "Presenting the High Chief of the Berserkers and his wife…"

"Since when does Dagur have a wife?" Hiccup asked his friends.

"It's going to be someone sad and equally deranged." Hakon answered. Hiccup sniggered.

"Dagur the Deranged and Celica the Blood-thirsty!" The Berserker announced.

The Dragon Trainer and Healing-hand both almost fainted. Hakon wobbled on the spot for a bit, his feet turning into jelly. Hiccup stood dead in the tracks.

"What's wrong with you two?" Astrid asked, noticing their discomfort.

"Yep, I wasn't kidding 'sad and equally deranged'." Hakon said to an already stunned Hiccup.

"Stoic!" Dagur lowered from his ship to greet the Berkian Chief. They clasped hands. "May I present my wife, Celica." A girl, their age stepped forward. She was pretty with her long locks of blonde hair, prominent face and grey-blue eyes. She wore expensive Berserker fashioned clothes and looked every inch the Berserker's Chief's wife. "I'm sorry that you weren't invited to the wedding but you wouldn't have liked the reception. Nor would you my new father-in-law."

"I understand." Stoic put forward a hand to stop Dagur from talking.

"Brother." She said, her grey-blue eyes scanning her long-lost brother's figure.

"Sister." He said back, at least trying to be polite.

There was a tense moment. The teens looked between Hakon and Celica in shock and astonishment. "Why don't you lot give Dagur's wife the tour of the island, while me and Dagur talk about that treaty?" Stoic suggested.

"That sounds like a great idea. Thank you." She outstretched her hand, as was etiquette, to her brother. He gripped it, slowly and cautiously, and walked off the docks. "You've gotten weaker? You used to squash my hand." She said, as they walked off being followed by the other teens.

"Well what would that mean for Berk if I killed the Berserker's Chief's wife? Which by the way I highly doubt would have been a choice for Dagur."

"Your right. Father, threatened him a couple of times. You haven't changed much, still suspicious of me as always … Alvin."

He suddenly stopped in his tracks, she walked couple of passes in front of him, then turned around to face him. "Don't call me that ever again!" He snapped. "I'm allowing 'brother', but not 'Alvin'."

"Why not? It's your formal name and this is a formal occasion. We both know that otherwise, we would be strangling each other's throats … I know certain things about you that wouldn't help you too much."

"So do I? About you … especially things that your husband, I'll bet, would find very intriguing." Somehow Hakon had shifted to a more protective stance in front of his friends.

"Which is why I want to make a deal with you? You'll keep my secrets safe, and I'll keep yours."

"Why would you want that? Last time I checked, we don't exactly get along."

"Are you sure that you're not blind in places other than your eyes?" She said, teasingly. "If you can offer me protection … if certain things don't go as planned … I would be able to do certain amends for you."

"Such as?"

"Suppose I end up childless, and Dagur will have to pass his inheritance somewhere … You seem to forget that both Berserk and Outcast Island have very sexist views on women and Chiefdoms … Besides, you're his closest male cousin and brother-in-law."

The offer was very tempting. Berserker Island was, after all, a large Viking settlement. But she was more cunning than that.

"All this for a little bit of protection and well hidden secrets. I'm not buying it."

The seven Berk teens continued to walk. The brother and sister hand in hand, for the sake of formality. "In case you haven't noticed, brother, my husband isn't the most reasonable man. Violent … Mad … Often stupid."

"Oh yeah, she's right about that." Hiccup commented.

Celica gave him a thankful but sly smile. "I hope you're not that blind to see why I would seek protection from the only family I have left."

"What about Father? You've always been his favourite and I doubt he'd want to lose his precious daughter."

"You're not still mad with Father, are you?" She said, teasingly.

"He left me without my eyesight for the rest of my life. Who wouldn't hold a grudge?!"

"You're a healer. You'd think of something. And in any case, Father is old … and he's sick, too. There are no healers left on Outcast Island, you and Mother are gone, diseases roam Outcast Island. Another reason, Father married me off."

"Serves him right for squeezing a rope around my eyes until my sweat and blood were the same thing. Next time you see Father, deliver him a message 'hi, daddy, you drove off the only person that could have helped you with the disease that will kill you'." Hakon sarcastically said. "Revenge is a dish best served cold."

"Are you done?" She cocked her eyebrow, bored with her twin's droning.

"For now. I'll think about your offer." They arrived at the Great Hall, where the two Chief were already waiting for them. Hakon gave his sister to her husband, as they turned to go into the Great Hall, Celica suddenly turned and face her brother.

"You know, brother, twins are supposed to look out for each other, whether they hate or don't." She said, at the words 'hate', she looked squarely at her brother, and the words 'don't' she looked at Ruffnut and Tuffnut. The wife left.

"What did she mean by us not hating each other? We never stop fighting." Ruffnut asked the healer.

"Yeah, but you at least don't persuade your parents to squeeze your brother's eyes out." Hakon said darkly, and proceeded into the hall.

-000-

"So what secrets do you have?" Hiccup said, plopping beside the Healer.

Hakon sighed. "I really, really, really hate my sister now." He massaged his face. "You have to promise to not tell anything to anyone."

Hiccup looked confused. "Of course."

"Everyone has secrets. You have to understand that. Everyone. Whether small or big they all have dark secrets."

"I understand." Hiccup nodded, his eyes showing true understanding.

"You have to understand that my life had been very difficult. My mother died when I was little, abandoning me. My father left me without my eyesight. I was alone, bitter, hurt, jealous and wanting nothing more than revenge. I … I was going mad. I heard voices in my head. My Father, sister, mother, you and Astrid."

"What did they say?"

"That I was a failure, that I was miserable, that sort of thing. They would never shut up. That becomes really annoying when you're trying to sleep."

"Is that why you sometimes swallow something before going to bed?"

"Yeah, I've been drugging myself to sleep."

"Look, maybe I'll talk to my dad—"

"Don't you dare!"

"Ok, ok. I understand … unfortunately I can't help you make a decision." Hiccup said, sighing. "What if you tell my dad and if he doesn't take the news well, you could stow away to Dragon or Changewing Island."

"I can't take that risk." Hakon banged his head against the table a couple of times.

He lied to his friend, and he felt damn guilty about it. His biggest and darkest secret, that his sister, unfortunately heard him yelling in his sleep, was his infatuation for the blonde shield maiden. His boyhood crush. The love of his life. Of course, he couldn't tell the said girl's boyfriend that could he, even if he was his best friend.

No, he would never have the stomach to tell his best friend that, nor would he have the heart to face either best friend or his crush if his sister told them.

He made up his mind.
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"Hakon? Is it?" The Berserker Chief walked up to the table of seven teenagers, who were enjoying the feast.

The healer smirked and stood up to face the Berserker Chief. "Dagur? Is it?"

"Hmn, whatever … I understand you're my brother-in-law now?"

"So it would seem."

"And as the brother of my wife, I'm sure you would be willing to do us both a great favour."

"That depends on the favour."

"Your sister might be pregnant, and she refuses to visit any of the healers or midwives on our Island. Would you—"

"No, two reasons, I'm not the right healer for pregnancies and I possess certain grudges against her. Are you sure to trust her to the person that most of all wants to murder her?"

"She told me of your petty childhood rivalry—"

"Petty? Petty?! You call being left without eyesight 'petty'?" Hakon's face seemed to darken even with a blindfold.

"Are you going to help me or what?" The wife of the Berserker Chief walked up to her brother. "Besides, what did mommy always teach you? Always help those in need." The girl imitated their mother.

The knuckles of the blind healer turned white. "How dare you?"

"We can talk about the many crimes that cover our family name on our way to your healing hut." She began to walk out of the Great Hall, not willing to listen to any protests.

"Oh, I fear that would take a lifetime to retell." Hakon mumbled.

"I hate it when she does that." Dagur mumbled.

"Huh, you didn't live with her for 10 years straight. So you can't judge." Hakon smirked, knowing the horrifying face his brother-in-law was giving.
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"Alvin, do we have a deal?" She said, coming inside the healer's place of work.

"What deal?" The brother come in, pulling the curtain closed behind him.

"Let me spell it out for you. We become allies, keeping each other's secrets shut tight. In exchange, I deliver you Berserker Island and you offer me protection. It's simple blackmail."

"How do I know you just don't actually become pregnant and give birth to a healthy Heir?"

"Because you're going to give me a herb that will prevent pregnancy." She smirked, evilly.

"What?"

"You are going to check if I am indeed pregnant and you will give me a herb that prevented pregnancy."

"I'm not that type of healer for pregnancies. And that type of plant does not exist."

"Then why did I find this book in your old room?" She held up a dusty grey book. "Oh I forgot, you can't read anymore, so I'll tell you the title '_The Woman's Anatomy during Pregnancy', _it's also written by you, judging by the hand-writing, so you can't deny that you know what it's got written into it_._"

He face-palmed. "Yep, I'm a goner." The healer mumbled.

"And besides, I once heard mother talking about such plants, she didn't want more children, unlike Father."

Hakon groaned, he really hated his twin now. "Alright get undressed, I need to see if you're actually pregnant." He could feel her stare on him. "I'm your twin brother." He could still feel the glare. "And I'm blind."

Twenty minutes he asked questions and inspected her, being blind he had to use his touch making him feel unbelievably uncomfortable.

"Are you done? This is going to look very suspicious if my husband will walk in? Or any other person, for that matter. Besides, this is unbelievably awkward."

"And yet you didn't find it awkward when you were 12, when a different man did this to you? A man that wasn't your husband? Hmn."

"You keep your mouth shut? You don't want people to know you're more of a freak than you already are?"

"If you mention anything to anyone be sure that your husband will be first to know that you weren't a maid when you came to his bed … Why did you do it anyway? You know the sort of penalties that would have happened, should Father ever have discovered that?"

"I'm an Outcast. I was born immoral and a criminal. Unlike you, who was always so … saintly. It's difficult to believe that we are twins, being as different as two people could be."

Hakon remained silent. "Put your clothes back on." He ordered, walking up to a bowl of water and washing his hands.

"Am I …?"

"Yes … You are pregnant. I congratulate you." He said, bitterly.

The only sound in the tent was the deep breaths of the girl. "Is there something that could get rid of the child?"

"This question really bothers me, how could you be willing to kill your own child?"

"You know very well why. Firstly, I would make an awful mother and what would it do to the child, should his father be Dagur. Secondly, I need your silence. Thirdly, we both agree that I am a heartless creature. Now give me the herb, and plenty of it, since I want to take some with me, should I fall pregnant again."

Hakon sighed, but stood up anyways and searched his private apothecary for the herb, pressing the jar of each plant to his nostrils. "Here, have it." He put the handful of leaves into her palm. "One leaf per pregnancy, if you eat more or less than that, you could damage yourself greatly. Just swallow that damn thing." He felt the tent and headed for the Great Hall.

"I thought he'd put up more of a fight than that." She said, slipping a leaf into her mouth and swallowing it, instantly feeling queasy.
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"Well?" Dagur asked, upon seeing Hakon enter the Great Hall.

"She's not with child. No." He said, taking his former seat and resuming the feast.

"You're sure?" Dagur demanded.

"Yes … I'm a well-trained healer. I know when women are and are not pregnant."

"Wait a minute, I thought you said that you didn't know about pregnancies." Tuffnut asked, dumb as usual, not knowing to mind his own business.

"My sister has ways to … remind me of certain things." Hakon stuffed his face in the food.
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"Your sister does talk a lot about you, you know." Dagur said, walking beside the blind healer.

If Hakon had working eyes, he would have rolled them, but alas he didn't and had to endure the pain of annoyance without eye rolls.

Just why did he decide to wake up at this exact time? Why couldn't he sleep in for once, or why couldn't he go and ask his adopted father about how the tribe thrived, or asked Hiccup about some sort of dragon problem or had breakfast in the Haddock House? No, he had to get up exactly at dawn, go to the Healing Hut, and meet Dagur, by pure coincidence, now to hear this lecture by him.

"I'm sure, now may I resume to my duties?" He tried to brush off the unpleasant presence.

"Now, now. We are brothers-in-law, we should get to know each other." Dagur swung an arm around the blind healer.

"Since me and my sister have little affiliation, I see no need."

"What makes you think this is about your sister. Surely you understand that my interest lie not in _adoring_ family ties, but with their … importance."

"I wonder, what importance would a blind refugee have, for someone so high and mighty as the Chief of Berserker Island."

"You're the biological son of Alvin and the official Heir. If you and I were to lay siege to and win Outcast Island, the people would accept you as their leader, not me."

"What would you gain from this?" Hakon remained wary of the Young Chief.

"Let's say, 50/50 control of Outcast Island?"

"Do I look like an idiot? To be used as your pawn. I may be physically blind, but I can see how these things work. You'd have me killed after we conquer Outcast Island, and the Chiefdom would onto you. Go find a fool who would play this game of yours. I wish to take no part in it." Hakon threw the arm off his should, spun on his heels and walked to the Healers Tent.

"You don't wish any kind of revenge on your Father?"

"Only the kind that wouldn't make me join him too soon."

"You're a fool. I am giving you the chance to have your birth right, and you're refusing … your mother would be very displeased with y—" The Berserker Chief didn't finish his sentence, as he was grabbed by the blind healer and slammed into a nearby wall.

"Don't you dare mention my mother! I don't care what my sister says about her. I gave you my answer. No. I won't help you conquer Outcast Island. If they don't accept you as Chief, that's your problem. Don't bother me with this again." Hakon let go of the Chief and began to walk back to his tent.

A fist met his jawline and he toppled over to the floor, no doubt bleeding.

"You are going to help me, get Outcast Island. You have no choice." Dagur said, cruelly, while Hakon massaged his jawline.

"The rumours are real. You truly are insane. You're a perfect husband for my sister then." Hakon ridiculed the Chief, only to be kicked in the stomach, by the Chief. When the second kick came, the healer blocked the foot by grabbing it, firmly, and thrusting the foot high, so that the Chief fell to the floor.

"Son of Loki!" Dagur swore as he fell.

"Good, because I'd rather be Loki's son, than Alvin's. So, thanks for the compliment." Hakon stood up, and tried to walk away, only to be attacked by the Chief, once again.

The two rolled around, throwing punches and spitting insults.

"What in Thor's name is going on?!" Stoic boomed, pushing through the forming crowd of people.

"Stay out of this, Stoic!" Dagur yelled, while being punched in the face by the healer.

The teenagers and Celica pushed through, and saw the cause of the commotion. Celica face palmed seeing her brother and husband wrestling each other.

"What are you doing?" She shouter asked them.

"What does it look like?" Hakon yelled, whilst blocking a punch.

"Get up. Both of you!" She yelled.

"You're my wife, not my master." Dagur shouted.

"You're my sister, who I don't care about." Hakon yelled.

"Blind Fool!"

"That the best you can do, Deranged Idiot!?" Hakon found an opening and kicked the Chief in the stomach. The Berserker howled in pain and The Outcast got off him, the battle ended. "Had enough?"

"N-no!" Dagur hissed, through gritted teeth and pain, and once again launched at the healer.

"That's enough!" Stoic yelled, and held Dagur back. "I don't care how this started, but it ends now."

"Urgh, this isn't over, Loki's son!" Dagur said, being pulled up to stand straight by his soldiers and wife.

"Who would doubt the insane, nutty oh great leader, that gets into pesky squabbles with a helpless refugee?!"

"Look who's talking about 'insanity'!"

This time it took three people to hold back the livid healer. Hiccup, Astrid and Celica all had to grab hold of him, finally knocking him off his feet, with a very small but meaningful slap from his sister.

"Old school." She dusted her hands. "That's it, no more entertainment here. Nothing to see here." She waved away the crowds, much like a Chief's wife was meant to do.

-000-

Please check chapter 13 again. The secret has changed. Just read the last paragraphs.

Sorry for the long update. I was busy.


	16. Chapter 6 Part 1

One and a half had passed since Dagur and his wife rushed away in a hurry, the next time the Berserkers visited, only the Chieftess came to sign the treaty, without her husband. Most of the teenagers were 16, which meant that they had come of age. The larger amount of them had matured, except the Twins, but no one really expected them to mature. Everything seemed to have changed in that year and a half, but one thing that didn't change for sure was the friendship of the Dragon Trainer and the Blind Healer.
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"You're goin' down!" A dark voice threatened.

"Speak for yourself." Another deep and threatening voice.

"Ready? Set? Go!" They yelled in unison, and two dragons, a Night Fury and a Changewing blasted off at blinding speed, crazily avoiding _most_ of the obstacles.

"Was that the apple cart?" The raspier voice asked, as a destructive sound crashed behind him.

"That's too bad." The lower voice said, clearly determined to finish the race. "Come on, is that the best you've got!?"

"I am wearing a blind fold, I'm new to this, ok?!"

"How do you think I feel every day?!"

"Can't argue with you there." The dragons abundantly stopped, and the auburn haired boy threw off the blindfold. "And the Winner of the Blind-Racing Race is—"

"You know it's a draw right?" The blind boy said, in a deadpan manner, from his Changewing.

Hiccup gave a resigned groan. "Again? Are you kidding me? This is getting into a habit now!"

"Your weakness is your eyesight and trust in your dragon." Hakon let out a snigger. "And look who's the person that won't shut up about trusting their dragon 100%, the guy that trusts his dragon 99.9%."

"So now you think you could take over the Academy?"

"Nah, I'm good with the Healing Hut, thanks."

"Whatever. Let's get to the Great Hall. My dad has something he needs to announce to the whole village."

Hakon noticed in his best friend's behaviour something odd. He was overly excited. And for what?… Stoic's announcement? The healer wanted to pounce on his friend, slap him and ask who he was and what he did to his best friend, but the sound of the metal leg, the Night Fury's purring and the smell of molten metal, smoke and parchment, told him it was the right person.

The two brother figures continued to the Great Hall where the whole village had gathered.
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"Everyone! I have an announcement!" Stoic yelled, standing on the table, addressing the entire village.

"Hey, where's Hiccup and Astrid?" Fishlegs turned to his left and asked Hakon, whose eyebrow crooked and his nose sniffed the air.

"No idea. They were here a minute ago." Hakon answered.

"Today, my son and heir, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, has become engaged … to Astrid Hofferson."

That … was were Hakon's head almost exploded. His best friend was engaged to the love of his life! He thought it would be a few more years before that happened, after all they were what? 15? 16?

"Tell Hiccup and Astrid, if you see them, I said 'congrats'." Hakon told Fishlegs, and left the hall, feeling the confused look of the book nerd but ignoring it none the less.

Once in the Healing Hut, Hakon allowed, for the first time in years, the tears to fall. Tears mixed with the blood from his eyes. He wept a river of metallic, salty water, because of his misery, stupidity, fear and misfortune.

"The gods hate me. They've decided to ruin me completely. She doesn't care for me any! She has no feelings for me other than a friend that once saved her life." He mumbled. "Why can't I just forget about my love for her?" He grabbed handfuls of his ink hair.

The voices in his head, ones that he had not heard in years. "_Because you're weak!"_

"_You have no stomach!"_

"_You have girly feelings!"_

"_Disappointment!… Failure!… Weakling!… Alvin's embarrassment!..."_

"STOP!" Hakon yelled, almost crushing his head from blocking his ears. The voices strangely silenced, almost obeying him. His body shook with dread, as memories flushed back into his head of his days when these voices wouldn't shut up. He crawled to his apothecary, grabbed a few leaves and stuffed them in his mouth, quickly walking backwards towards one of the hammocks.
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"Buddy, you here?" Hiccup came pulled the curtain open and saw his friend dozing off in a hammock. The Dragon Trainer walked up to the hammock, but then noticed some leaves scattered on the floor. "It's not like him to leaves herbs lying around." He kneeled and picked up the leaves. They had a very strong smell. He looked around, and noticed stain that looked like blood, but a lighter shade of red. "Ok? … Buddy, wake up, its three hours past dawn. Come on!" Hiccup nudged the sleeping boy. When he made no move, Hiccup flipped the hammock.

"Wha- Hey!" Hakon fell, face first on the floor. "What was that for?!"

"It's time to wake up." Hiccup defended himself.

"Couldn't tell." Hakon said, but somehow for the first time in Viking History, Hiccup couldn't tell if he was being sarcastic or not.

"Anyway, did you hear? I'm getting married." Hiccup exclaimed like an over excited schoolboy.

Hakon wanted to be sick, right now. "U-uh, yeah … congratulations. I imagine Astrid would be … pleased?"

"Are you okay?"

"Yeah, why wouldn't I be?"

"That's what I want to know." Hiccup focused his eyes on his friend, even though he knew the healer wouldn't see anything.

Hakon knew that this wasn't going to get off his back any time soon. He had to do the most hated thing in the world: Lie to his best friend. "I'm sorry, it's just this whole thing was a shock. My two closest friends are going to get married. This is going to take some adjusting." He sat down on the floor. "Does it have to be so soon?"

Hiccup sat next to him. "If there's one thing I ever learnt, is that once you have something, you have to grab it, or you'll lose that most precious thing. So yeah, it has to be this week."

"This week?!" Hakon almost hit his head against the ceiling. "Why? Why so soon?"

Hiccup looked at his friend, strangely. Didn't he want him to be happy? "Three main reasons. The first, is that Astrid's dad opened the marriage market for her. If it wasn't me, it would be someone else. I wouldn't handle Astrid getting married off to someone other than me."

Mentally, Hakon rolled his eyes. _Yeah, welcome to my world. _"Ok, money loving father, what's the second?"

"My dad's been pressuring me about becoming Chief. I need heirs. I've been too lucky, who knows when I'm going to be summoned to Valhalla." Hiccup let out a laugh, but the punch to the shoulder by his friend ordered him to shut up.

"Not funny, man … what's the third reason?"

"Last but not least. I've been wanting to marry her since I was a kid. Now is a perfect time as any."

Hakon sighed. His life was ruined by his friend's dreams and wishes. It true what they said. _One man's treasure is another man's trash_.

-000-
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"To both your healths." Hakon said, lifting a mug of ale facing the newlyweds. The bride and groom lifted their goblets, beaming at each other and red with no air in their lungs from the dancing, they had just come back from.

The blind healer, helplessly leaning on his wooden staff, had swallowed his grudge for the second, plastered a fake smile on his face and toasted to the newest married couple, to show good favour.

The three drank the ale together.

"Enjoying the wedding?" Astrid asked, after setting the cup down.

"Immeasurably." He said, simply. "I bid you both good night." Hakon said that without vice or joking, unlike all their other friends have.

"Wait, you're leaving already?" Hiccup stood up.

"Yeah, I'm leaving for Changewing Island early in the morning. I'm low on some herbs. A healer without herbs is like a dragon without any wings." Hakon quickly made up a schedule for himself. "I have to get rest. Anyway … good night." The healer quickly made his way out of the wedding hall, his Changewing skidding and hopping from pillar to roof to pillar to floor, following his master.
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"Um, Hakon? Are you in here?" Astrid peeked into the healing hut, in search of the owned himself.

"Whoa!" Someone fell. "Really gotta stop doing that?"

"Hakon?"

"Yeah, coming. Just a second." Hakon called out, and searched for a shirt. "D-don't come in, here. I am currently shirtless." There was rustling in the personal outcrop of the healer that was sectioned off for him. "Where the hell is that damned thing?" He hissed.

Astrid ignored his warning and pulled the curtain to walk in on the lost healer. "Here." She passed him the shirt.

"Thanks." He took it, blushing madly, putting on the shirt in the meantime.

Meanwhile, Astrid inspected his upper torso. He was definitely way more muscular than her husband. Perhaps, bulgingly over muscular in comparison to her husband. He possessed the chest, stomach and arms of what an average girl would love to have for their boyfriend or husband. Thank Thor, she didn't have average girl tastes in men.

"What can I help you with?" Hakon asked, awkwardly.

"I need your professional help … I need to know if, I'm pregnant or not."

Hakon gulped. The wedding had been a month ago, it could be possible. If she was, that would complicate just about everything. If there was a Hiccup or Astrid Junior running around Berk, he would break, and spill out his darkest and deepest secret. He would never be treated the same way again. Loving a married woman would make people suspicious of him. Damn, he was a fool.

"Uh … I'm not sure … maybe you should talk to your mom or something … Uh—" Hakon rubbed the back of his neck, as he remembered how he checked women on their pregnancy status.

"Hakon … relax. Calm do—why are you all red?" Astrid noticed the colour of his face.

"Just that … because I'm blind, my method of checking if a woman is pregnant is slightly awkward." Not believing if it was possible, he blushed even harder.

"Okay?... Look, I don't want my parents to go in frenzy if I am pregnant and then half the village will know, then Hiccup will know, then he'll start treating me like I'm helpless … and then I might not be pregnant."

"Still…"

"Hakon, please … do it for me?" Astrid begged.

Hakon would never resist her begging. He was simply not strong enough. "Urgh, fine. Just don't think I'm a freak, or womanizer, or weirdo. Take your clothes off."

"Wait, what?"

"See? This is what I meant by weirdo or womanizer. Ok?" Hakon defended himself.

"Hey, if it keeps this whole thing secret, then I'm ready. You're blind anyway. I don't have to take undergarments off, do I?"

Hakon's blush now could challenge a tomato. "Of course, not." He'd just have to remember a different blood vessel somewhere that connected to the womb.

She became undressed. Hakon really wanted nothing more than to be able to see right now. He was facing the most beautiful sight and he was blind. How much more ironic could things get?

He run all the necessary procedures. And he concluded … most painfully … that she was indeed … with child. Hiccup's child. Hiccup and Astrid's child. The child that would most likely make him spill out every single truth that he ever lied about.

Kneeling in front on Astrid, with an ear pressed to her naked abdomen, Hakon realised he was in a position of power. The possibilities were endless…

He could poison the child, which would after several times, break the union of his two best friends. Hiccup, as Heir or Chief of Berk, needed an heir, a legitimate one at that. But with a seemingly unfertile wife, he would never be able to do that. Divorces were legal in the Viking world. For them it would be, quiet but painful, however within a heartbeat, Hakon would most gladly take her as a wife. Since her failure to produce children would have lowered her status on the marriage market.

That would be the only way to get her. To get her out of this marriage and into his arms. His Outcast mind and heart was screaming at him to do this. After all, deep down, he was the most Outcast of them all. He made his choice, and he was going to live with the consequences.

"Well?" Astrid asked, getting tired of standing half nude and frightened about what he was going to answer.

"I think … that you're … with child." Hakon said, in a disguised disheartened voice.
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"Everyone alright with you?" Hiccup swung a now decently muscular arm around his best friend's shoulder. "You've been acting strangely recently."

"I'm fine … really." Hakon's pride and vanity that once were his second nature, had now drained away somehow. He decided it was for the better.

"Come on I know you better tha—what the hell is happening here?" The two, almost brothers, came into the village and the one of them that could see, was able to see a stranger in the village and a crowd surrounding it.

"What is what happen-? Wait a minute. I know that stench. I would be able smell it for miles." Hakon took out the sword from his belt, which was rarely taken out these peaceful days.

"People of Berk!" A deep, loud and sinister voice yells to the crowd of not too pleased villagers. "I have come here as an ally. I am here to bring you a message. Outcast Island has been conquered by Dagur the Deranged. A little bit more time and he'll turn his attention to Berk. I want to ally what is left of the Outcast Tribe and the Hairy Hooligan Tribe!" Alvin the Treacherous stood up tall and shouted across the village so that every ear would be able to hear him.

"I'M GONNA KILL HIM!" Hakon yelled from the top of his lungs, leaping at his father with his sword's blade at the ready, moments away from ending the man that had ruined his life.

"Son?!" Alvin exclaimed, seeing his teenage son, alive and well. But before he could say anything else, he grabbed the offensive sword, before he would be struck with it, grabbed his son, in a very vulnerable position and had the sword he had once given to his son, point in his son's chest. "You're alive?" He said in shock, blinking several times.

"Sorry to disappoint you." Hakon somehow twisted out of the deadly grip and flipped the 350 pound man in the split of a second, somehow. "Again."

"You never seize to surprise me. I thought you had perished all those years. But then again, you're too stubborn to die."

"You tried to kill me!" Hakon grabbed a dagger out of his sleeve and clumsily swung it at his father, not bothering to focus where his opponent was.

"I tried to teach you a lesson about treason." Alvin simply grabbed his son by the front shirt and lifted him up in the air, several dozen centimetres from the ground, his toes dangled uselessly.

"By making me blind?!" Hakon spat at his father's face.

"A punishment fitting your crime." Alvin fixed his eyes at the face of his son. His son! He hadn't seen the spitting image of himself in years. Six to be precise. And he had sure changed.

Hakon's dangling feet suddenly took action, and kicked the blurry man's stomach. Making himself fall to the floor. He heard the footsteps of some of the villagers, but held out his hand, as a gesture to stop them. "Don't."

"Junior, as much as I love the family reunion. I have more important business than to exchange bitter insults with you." Alvin growled at his son.

"Don't call me Junior! You know how I hate it when you call me that!" Hakon leaped on his father's figure, wrapping his arms around the throat trying to suffocate the 50 year old man.

"Nephew, get off him. At least hear what he has to say." Savage pulled the teenager off the Outcast Chief in exile.

"Get off me you filthy barbarian." Hakon struggled and kicked in the arms on the second-in-command, who happened to be his maternal uncle.

"I believe this belongs to you." Savage shoved him back to Stoic, who caught his adoptive son, and pulled him onto his feet.

"What do you want, Alvin?" Stoic glowered, his grip firm on his adopted son's shoulders, forbidding him from doing anything rash.

"I simply want to warn you that an invasion is heading towards Berk, sooner than later." Alvin's voice sounded far too innocent to be true. "I also want an alliance, to destroy Dagur."

"What happened to the marriage between him and your daughter? It seems stupid to make an alliance and then break it straight away."

"Well that's Dagur, isn't it? Stupid and illogical!" Alvin barked back, then pinched the bridge of his nose and moved back. "The point is, are you going to help or not?"

"No. I don't want to stick my neck into this yoke. Now, get off my island!" Stoic roared the last part.

"Unfortunately you already have your neck in this yoke. You're holding right now the Heir of both Outcast and Berserker Tribes, as long as Dagur doesn't have children. And since his location is no longer a secret, both tribes will know where to look for their new Chief. Well played, junior."

"Stop. Calling. Me. Junior ... Did you not hear Stoic? Get off Berk!" Hakon yelled in his hereditary full rage.

"Keep your tempter like that and I'll keep on his island longer!" Alvin hissed at his son.

"Alvin! If you're not going to get off Berk yourself, I shall have to force you." Stoic swung his arm and five dragon riders appeared, riding vicious and dangerous looking beasts that would be willing to tear off the heads of the intruders.

The Outcast soldiers backed off, in fear of the dragons. Some dragons that were for pure domestic purposes, poked their heads out of their stables or houses and started to give unwelcoming growls to the soldiers.

Alvin gave Stoic the glare, then smirked. He simply plopped down on the floor. "I'm not going anywhere."

"Shadow, be a dear, please escort our guests to the sea." Hakon spoke and as expected, a Changewing, appeared from nowhere, beside the healer and immediately pounced on his master's father. This was where the soldiers that had always seemed to loyal to the Outcast Chief, had scattered in fear, like a group of pigeons being chased by a hyper child.

Alvin, though, remained unmoved. Despite the acid dripping from the dragon's razor teeth, the unwelcoming growls of all other dragons, or the knowledge that he could be killed at second.

-000-

"We put Alvin in jail. For now, at least." Hiccup informed his best friend, whilst he was sorting herbs to their correct jars and Hiccup himself enjoyed the comfortableness of the hammock, not being able to get any comfort in his own bed for the last several months.

"Your father should have listened to my advice and lumped off his head." Hakon muttered, sniffing a bottle of mysteriously bright green liquid. The sentence was not supposed to be heard by the Dragon Trainer, but it was.

"He's your father. I know he did some terrible things to you, but still … he must have done something good for you?"

"Give me birth, that's it. Oh that's right, even there he did something horrible: I look exactly like him, in every single way. Name one feature on me that isn't like him."

Hiccup looked at his friend from head to toe, then slapped his hands together. "You have different eyebrows."

Hakon cocked one of the said eyebrows. "Thanks, so much reassurance." He spoke sarcasm.

The curtain to the hut brushed open and a panting Ruffnut ran in, panting, sweating and exhausted. "Guys … Astrid … labour ... Hiccup's house." He said, in between breaths.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, Ruffnut, calm down. Sit." Hiccup jumped off the hammock and offered his friend a nearby chair. "Now tell me what happened?"

The female Thorston twin finally caught her breath. "Astrid has gone into labour. Right now she's at your house."

The healer dropped everything that was in his hands. "But she's not due for another month?"

"You wanna try telling that to baby!" Ruffnut snapped at him.

That was all that was needed for the Berk Heir to forget about his tiredness and rocket out of the hut to his own house, faster than a Speed Stinger.

-000-

"What should we name him?" Hiccup asked, holding his new born son sitting beside his wife on their bed. The births had lasted through the whole night and gone into the early morning, both were insanely tired, but neither wanted to miss the first few hours of their firstborn.

"He's born before his due date … and because he looks a lot like you, I was thinking maybe … Hiccup?"

The young father smiled at his wife. "Hiccup Horrendous Haddock IV, what do you think, buddy?" He looked at the small bundle of joy in his arms. The fragile little boy wriggled and giggled in his father's arms. "I think he likes it."

"Our son, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock IV."

The next whole hour was spent with numerous family relatives and friends congratulating the newest mother and father of Berk. Everyone that was expected to attend, was there. The grandparents, the surrogate aunts and uncles, the neighbours, the distant cousins. Everyone was there to see the new born that would one day be Chief.

Everyone, expect one. Possibly one of the most important of people to be there, wasn't.

The husband and wife exchanged confused glances when they realised that there was someone missing, but shrugged it off. Deciding that it was best to worry about it in the morning. Right now, there was nothing more that both yearned for more than sleep.

But outside in the forest, a certain black haired healer had escaped the commotion, and yelled to the sky, not noticing the shower of rain pouring down on him. "I am ruined. Gods, are you happy?! You have created a new method of torture for me!" The fresh drops of rain mixed with the bloody tears of the blind man. He broke down to his knees and wept into his gentle hands. "Now she will never be mine." He whispered with his broken voice.

_One man's triumph, is another man's tragedy._

-000-
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"You do know you're the godfather, right?" Hiccup found his friend cuddled in the bosom of his Changewing.

"I know." Hakon said, a little miserably, sitting up and yawning.

"Then, where were you when he was born?" The Dragon Trainer's voice sounded angry. Why couldn't his best friend just be there for the happiest moment of his life? The birth of his son!

Hakon couldn't come up with an answer to that. "I-I … I was waiting for the morning … so there wouldn't be a crowd … for me to meet my godson." He never did understand how Hiccup could not tell that he was lying.

"Well then, let's go."

Once Hiccup was out of the tent, Hakon released a heavy sigh. "Come on, buddy. I'll need moral help with this."

-000-

Two men sat in the sitting room, around the fire. The scrawnier of the two was holding a new born child. The muscular of the two really didn't want to be there right now.

"What's his name?"

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock IV."

"Obviously. What colour hair?"

"Auburn."

"What colour eyes?"

"Blue."

"That might change in the next couple of months. Most babies are born with blue or blue-grey eyes, then change in the following months."

"Do you wanna hold him?"

"I-I really—I mean … you shouldn't trust me … with children… uh—"

"Nonsense, here hold him." Hiccup brought his son over to the blind man, who reluctantly took the child.

_Well this couldn't get any more awkward, _thought the healer. "Hi, buddy." Hakon offered the child his fingers, and it instantly grabbed his thumb with a fierce grip. "He has his mother's grip. I think I just lost circulation in my thumb." Hakon allowed a smile to crawl on his face. The child wasn't like other babies that were born, this one was peaceful, tranquil. He was the perfect child, and Hakon couldn't believe that this was the child that he was THIS close to killing. "Speaking of which, where is she?"

"Asleep."

"Not anymore." Astrid descended down the stairs, in a cheery mood. "Morning, Hakon."

"Good morning to you too, happiest mother on the planet." Hakon did a curtsy bow to the approaching woman.

"Wow, you need to shave." Astrid looked at the cheeks and chin of the man holding her son. He hadn't shaved in months and so half his face was covered in sharp, uncomfortable, annoying hairs.

The healer massaged one hand over his lower half of the face, then compared it to his best friend's by smudging the side of his friend's face with the same hand. "Well, when I get a wife to shave me, I'll get back to you."

"Still showing off your son?" Astrid turned to her husband.

"You can't blame me." Hiccup defended.

"I won't blame you either. He looks exactly like you." Hakon said, studying the new-born's face with his hands, touching every tiny millimetre of his godson's face.

"Now all we need is a Hakon junior. When are you gonna have kids of your own? This guy is gonna be a complete loner otherwise." Hiccup smirked as Hakon handed him his son back.

The healer never actually imagined that. He had always imagine him and Hiccup being Chief and bring peace to the Archipelago, to fight (or these days ride) dragons, to be the greatest of friends. But he never had imagined for their children to ever be friends.

-000-

The suffering coughs of the Chief of Berk grew louder with each one. It was a wonder Stoic the Vast still had a throat. He was sick, that much was clear to the whole village as no one would be able to go to bed because of the never ending coughing emitting from the Chief's house. However, no one knew how serious it was apart from the Chief's two sons.

"Stoic, you have to swallow this!" Hakon was tackling the Chief to his bed, as well as trying to shove a bowl of liquid into his mouth.

"No! *cough* I won't! *cough cough*!" Stoic struggled.

"How is he?" Hiccup walked into the house.

Hakon was breathing heavily and anger was evident in each exhale. His hand pushed the two strips of black hair that fell out of place to their original place. He walked up to his best friend and pushed the bowl against his chest. "He needs to drink if he wants to live. You, as his son, try to do something about it." He sat on a nearby stool, calming down by slurping on a bottle of sharp scented liquid.

Hiccup set the bowl on a table down, rolled up his sleeves, knowing that the cut marks on there, would not be seen by his best friend and would not be noticed by his father. He took the bowl and approached the suffering Viking super-human. "Dad … come on … this is make you feel better." He gently poured the liquid into his father's lips.

For some time, the only sound in the room was the heavy breathing of the Chief. Then the form of the red haired man slumped into the chair.

"Hakon?" Hiccup turned to his friend, who leaned his head against the back of the wall, resting.

"Hm."

"Tell me, truthfully. Don't try to hide it, to make me feel better … Is he going to live?"

There was the bitter silence, and the lips of the healer twitched and tried to form sentences, but failed. "Unlikely." He decided, for once, to be honest about the sour-flavoured truth to his friend.

"…Thank you. For being honest."

"Hiccup … I'm trying to do all I can … try there is nothing more that I want, than to save the life of the man that was the closest thing to a father that I ever had … but you have to understand … no one lives forever."

"I know that." Hiccup nodded. He did, but this whole ordeal seemed so unreal. He lost his mother, now he was going to lose his father too. "Only last week my son was born and now my father is dying." Hiccup rubbed his hands together.

"That's how life goes. When one is born, another dies.

-000-

That night, the thunderous coughing stopped. And there was silence … a bitter silence.

And so every soul on the island, understood what that meant.


	20. Chapter 7 Part 1

"Having some troubles?" Hakon asked, hearing his friend coming into his Healing Hut.

"I've never been so exhausted in my entire life. My brain is boiling. My leg hurts. And my ears are screaming thanks to Junior." Hiccup plopped onto a chair. As always, his best friend already had the mixture of herbs and liquid, like he already knew what the new Chief would complain about when he came in.

"Keep going like that and Astrid will become a young widow." Hakon commented, getting down on his knees, detaching the prosthetic and inspecting the sore ache on the stump. "Here eat these." He stuffed some leaves in his friend's mouth, without hearing permission first.

"Chief!" A scout rushed into the tent. "Berserker ships spotted on the horizon!"

Hiccup rocketed from his seat, making the chair fall away, forgotten. "Assemble a town meeting! Now!" He roared the order.

"Dagur declares war. Why am I not surprised?" Hakon said calmly, putting the prosthetic leg back on his friend's leg.

-000-

The crowd in the Great Hall had no idea what was happening. So, being Vikings, they started a raucous.

"What's going on?"

"Why the town meeting?"

"Tell us what's going on!"

"Hey! Hey!" Hiccup tried to get their attention.

"HEY!" Hakon barked and all attention turned to the Chief and his second-in-command.

"Thanks." Hiccup nodded to the healer. "Before I start, I will ask no one to panic or interrupt me." The village murmured their agreements. "The Beserkian fleet is approaching our shores—"

The hall erupted in arguments, clatter, shouts, panic, chaos, you name it.

"Everyone! Quiet down!" Hiccup tried again, but failed miserably at raising his voice.

"EVERYONE SHUT UP!" Hakon erupted once again, and the hundred or so Vikings fell silent.

"I have made a plan to repent them! There will be two groups! Ground attack and Flight Attack! Those that are confident with traditional weapons and staying on the ground will be led by Hakon." He put a hand on his friend's shoulder. "Those who can fly dragons well, will be led by me. And finally, those who need to stay behind to take care of their families, will need to now leave the Great Hall and go back to your homes."

Soon the crowd in the Great Hall had decreased and divided into two sections.

"Ok. The Ground group will be defending Berk from all and any stray ships that would land on Berk's shores. You will be the last hope of defending our home. The Flight group will be blowing up the ships, from the air, on their dragons. They are our greatest military advantage, among other things." He joked the last part.

The Vikings of Berk prepared for the next half hour preparing for the battle that could cost them their homes, wives, children and their lives.

Many doubted that they would win this battle. First of all they doubted their numbers; they were heavily outnumbered. Secondly, their leaders were two teenage, inexperienced boys. One was skinny and scrawny, who during dragon raids could do one thing: get under everyone's feet. The other was completely blind and the heir to both Outcast and Berserker tribes, meaning that it wouldn't be in his interest if his native tribes lost the battle.

-000-

"Be safe." Astrid warned her husband, during her long embrace of him. "Don't do anything rash. I don't want to become a widow on the third year of our marriage." She said playful, before kissing his lips, long and hard.

"It's a wonder you agreed to stay behind during one of Berk's most important battles."

"This would have been a lot more painful and problematic if we didn't have a 2 year old son." Astrid warned him.

"Have Stormfly saddled just in case. Be ready to abandon everything and everyone, and get out of here." Hiccup warned her, taking her hand and kissing it, long and slowly, to savour the moment.

"If you don't come back alive, I will murder you." She dug a sharp nail into her husband's chest.

-000-

The soldiers had gathered and awaited orders from their teenage commander. The Outcast Heir himself, on the back of his Changewing, he was yelling an inspirational speech.

"…We will fight! And we will die! To protect our homes! Our Lands! And our Freedom!" He yelled, a voice matching his father in tone, viciousness and volume.

"That would be useful for him, wouldn't it? If we all died." One young, naïve, boisterous man said, to his neighbour.

The teenage commander's hearing did not fail him. He slid off the dragon, and walked up threateningly and slowly to the young warrior. "You think I'm conspiring with my sister and brother-in-law to subdue my best friend's Chiefdom?"

"You're the heir to your brother-in-law." He answered, feeling brave he stepped towards the slightly shorter Commander.

Hakon did something very rare, then and there, and untied the black cloth that covered the horrors of his eyes. Throbbing, red, sore, uncared for ulcers plastered across the eye line. "So you think I would aid the person that did this to me?" He asked perfectly calmly.

"Well, Outcasts are known to be devious."

Hakon's lips danced a smile for several moments, then he packed a well-aimed, quick punch to the shoulder, numbing the arm, and not only that but the soldier fell to the floor.

"If anyone else has any qualms with me, come forward." Hakon made his way to the loyal Changewing. Not a footstep from the assembled soldiers was heard.

-000-
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"ATTACK!" Hiccup yelled, and dozens of dragons lifted from the air, spinning in the skies, firing at anything with the sign of the Skrill on it. "BOMB THE SHIPS!"

Arrows and spears whizzed into the air. Some riders missed them, others weren't so lucky.

"SNOTLOUT! FISHLEGS! GET THE INJURED BACK TO THE ISLAND!"

"On it." Fishlegs turned his Gronkle to the direction of the sea, instantly, not wanting to be in that battle right now.

"Hey, I'm good in combat!" Snotlout protested.

"NOW!" Somewhere on Hiccup's face a vein popped.

"I'm going." Snotlout quickly got out of range. The man was married to Astrid Hofferson, he was bound to end up more violent.

-000-

"Sir, enemy soldiers coming in now." A man informed his Commander.

The blind Commander unsheathed his sword and let out a battle cry. "CHARGE!"

Some Viking attacked on the back of his dragons, others on foot. Both yelling battle cries and wielding swords, battle axes, spears, cutting down their opponent like the ruthless Vikings they were known to be.

"DON'T HESITATE! DON'T FEAR DEATH! FOR WE WILL BE FEASTING WITH THE GODS TONIGHT! IN ODIN'S GREAT HALL!" Hakon roared in the midst of battle. His face dyed in blood like dried paint on a poorly painted wall.

-000-

"They can't be winning." Dagur's throat was dried with disbelief. "We've come in such large numbers, they can't possibly be winning. Even with their precious dragons."

A man ran up to the Berserker Chief, but kept his distance. "You sent for me, sir?"

"Yes. Status report." Dagur's mouth curved as his acidic eyes watched his battleships being blown apart by dragons. He stood on the side of the ship, one leg dug firmly into the wood of the barrier and an arm rested on it. The other was clinging onto one of the mast's ropes like an ape.

"So far … 10 of our ships have been bombed. 3 are on fire. 2 of them have been abandoned." The captain of the flagship reported.

"We still have a fleet. What about our land attack?" Dagur questioned.

"The Berkian have been prepared. They set up troops there as well. They are defending decently against ours."

"Defending _decently_ against ours?" Dagur suddenly spun around to face his captain.

"Yes, sir. Hakon the Blind is an amiable warrior." The voice of the captain was drenched in fear.

"So you support the Berkian cause?" Dagur asked, his face and vivid eyes inches away from the captains.

"No, sir."

"And yet you recognise that Hiccup the Useless and Hakon the Soft-heart are great men?"

"No, sir. I merely—" The man didn't have a chance to explain. A sharp knife pierced into his stomach and his half-dead carcass was flung over board into the salty, turquoise mixed with a tinge of red, sea.

"Traitor." Dagur hissed, not wasting any time and returning to the battle. He searched the battlefield for some sort of trick. Some sort of miracle. A sign. A mistake. That would give him the advantage and tip the current stalemate.

He hadn't launched an armada this size … hired this many men … paid for this many ships … and waited so long … just to be defeat, by a toothpick and a blind fool.

Then he saw it. His chance…

"Ready the new catapult!" Dagur ordered to the crew of his ship, a wicked grin dancing on his lips.

-000-

"There's Dagur's flagship." Hiccup said to Fishlegs, when they hovered in the air, catching their breaths and observing the battlefield from a bird's eye view, while their dragons reloaded with more fire-power. "If we blow it up, the remainder of the ships will be confused and will be afraid. They'll lose their spirit to fight if their commander is down. We need to get rid of it."

"Are you sure? His ship looks pretty big. You can't get rid of them with a six shot limit firing dragon, even if it's a Night Fury." Fishleg's cowardice didn't fade with his youth.

"Fine. You go get reinforcements." Hiccup shooed him off. Fishlegs, of course, followed the order.

Hiccup, had intended to wait for the other riders and maybe a few extra soldiers on dragons, he really did. But he was a young man after all … and even despite his previous hate for war and death and battle, he just couldn't contain waiting much longer. He needed to blow up that ship now.

The wait was killing him. While he was waiting, someone died. Time literally killed. And the victim would be another life gone to waste. The very thought horrified him and he couldn't wait any longer.

So he acted on conscience. He shot to the ship, head first, waiting for the right moment to tug on Toothless' saddle and make him fire a deadly piece of both lighting and death…

-000-

"On my command!" Dagur lifted his infamous axe into the air and watched the black dot get nearer and nearer to his ship. "Ready…"

-000-

"Come on, Toothless, just a little more…"

-000-

"Set!..." Dagur raised the axe higher.

-000-

"Fire!" They yelled in unison.

Plasma hit the hulk of the boat, making a huge whole in which water would flush into and sink the main flagship, but would allow survivors if they jumped off it time. The blast was clumsy, but delivered the desired effect.

The newly designed catapult, which fired fast, accurate and deadly spears … were not clumsy and too delivered the desired effect.

-000-
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Water blasted from one spot in the ocean and a young man came up for air. He was in the devastating-winter freezing ocean. Green eyes searched his surroundings after being wiped off from the salty waters.

"Where did he land!? We shot him, his carcass should be floating somewhere!" He demanded from his peers.

"We don't know sir. He couldn't have gone too far." One of the big, buff, blurry men answered.

"Get us another boat! NOW!" He yelled.

-000-

"Hakon!" Fishlegs flew up to the man that had just finished butchering his most recent kill.

"What is it, Fishlegs?" Hakon wiped the blood on his sword with his sleeve.

"Hiccup is missing."

"What do you mean, 'missing'? We've in the middle of a battle, he's probably blowing up a Berserker ship somewhere." Hakon almost laughed.

"No. We located the flagship, but we didn't have enough fire power. He sent me to get reinforcements, but when I came back he wasn't there."

"That's strange." Hakon admitted.

"Hakon behind you—" Fishlegs warmed him, but the healer already swung his sword under his arm pit and struck the enemy soldier in the stomach, then quickly thrust it out and swiped it at his neck.

Fishlegs almost puked.

"Fishlegs… we're at war and right now in a battle… keep the contents of your stomach inside, please? Cheers." The healer had somehow sensed the book nerd's horrified expression.

"How can you go on battling like this?" Fishleg's voice was full of hopelessness and uselessness. His throat tasted like bitter cud.

"I was raised like one of these barbarians. I was taught to never hold back, never hesitate to kill…" He hesitated for a moment."…and it pays that I can't see anything." Hakon answered truthfully. "Fishlegs, when you kill someone, keep telling yourself it's for a good cause. It really helps." The healer put his hand on the blurry nerd's shoulder.

-000-

"Sir, I have ordered some ships to keep a look out for the Berkian Chief's body—"

"And the Night Fury." Dagur corrected him. "Don't forget the Night Fury. I'm not leaving Berk, until I have that Night Fury."

"Yes sir."

"Helmsman, set a course for the Berk mainland. I've had luck with taking down the Chief, maybe I'll still get lucky with the second-in-command." Dagur rubbed his hands together, with an evil grin plastered on his face.

-000-

"Sir, we're surrounded!" A young soldier yelled and panicked, his back pressed against the second-in-command's, and enemy soldiers encircling them.

"Excellent. We can swing at all directions then." Hakon grinned and slashed his sword in all directions, seemingly being clumsy, but making a gnash, a cut, a scar here and there.

Following his Commander's lead, the young man too began to swing his sword on all opponents, just barely managing to hold them off.

Within a couple of minutes, the two men were free of any enemies.

"That was great stuff, sir." The young warrior was out of breath, holding his knees and staring in admiration at the blind man in front of him.

"There's a trick. Never have a closed mind." Hakon tapped on his right side temple.

"Well, sir, you might want to keep that mind open, because Dagur the Deranged has just landed his ship on shore!" That was the last time Hakon heard from that man again.

"Hakon!" Dagur yelled, taking out his beloved axe. "Let's finally settle this." He lifted the axe above his head and slammed it at the shorter man.

The axe blade slammed into a wooden shield that the healer grabbed the last minute. Dagur lifted the axe out and tried again and again, swinging the axe at the healer from all direction, but with each hit, the blind man somehow knew where the attack would come from.

Eventually, Dagur became impatient, and resorted to his verbal weapon. "Tell me! How does it feel to lose your best friend? It must hurt?"

"What are you talking about?" Hakon gritted his teeth.

"Hiccup was shot down in battle! I personally shot him! I shot a spear into his gut." Dagur unleashed his crazed laugh. "His body is floating somewhere in the ocean!"

"LIAR!" Hakon had enough, and swung the sword at the Beserkian Chief's neck, who blocked it the handle of his axe.

"It's true. I saw blood spurting out of him. He dove to attack my ship, foolishly not waiting for any help from his dragon rider friends! He blew up my ship, but I shot him from a catapult. AND NOW HE IS DEAD!" Dagur tormented him.

The Chief was fiddling with the healer's sanity, and that was like playing with fire…

A part of something inside the healer died. That feeling when your close ones have passed. The healer had felt this only once, with his mother, and now the dreaded feeling had resurrected again, in the form of his best friend. He stumbled back, throat drying and his head going crazy. The story matched. Hiccup was missing and Hakon knew very well that on a battlefield, people died … often… There hadn't been any Night Fury screeches for hours, there had been no special Flight attacks or tricks.

'_He's dead … you know very well that he is…"_

"_You're just convincing yourself that he isn't when you know very well that he is."_

"_Oh poor little Hakon … no father… no mother… no sister… no love of your life … and now no best friend … how tragic."_

"STOP IT!" Hakon shouted at both Chief and the voices. "YOU'RE LYING! HE'S ALIVE! I KNOW HE IS! HE'S TOO STUBBORN TO DIE!"

Dagur took advantage of this and tripped the blind man. "Keep telling yourself that, maybe it'll make the pain go away." He picked up Hakon's sword and stabbed the healer's bicep arm, to stop him from going anywhere.

The healer screamed. A river of blood flowed from the tip of the sword and onto the sandy beach floor.

"Any last words?" He raised the axe above his head, for one final time.

The healer expected the blade to come and dig into his chest, and accurately butcher his internal organ. His mind wondered for a few brief seconds what Valhalla felt like…. What death smelt like… What sound would the destruction on his flesh and blood make… What would he hear when he would be dead?

For some spare moments, while the blade slashed through the air, he was ready to welcome death like an old friend that had been late for their encounter.

But the metal blade never did come. Only the sound of it Dagur falling or being shoved away.

"Get away from my son, you bastard!" The sound of Alvin's angry voice met the ears of the young man.

"Father?" To say that Hakon was shocked, would have been an understatement. The man that had once destroyed him and come to save him from ultimate destruction.

"Never. Touch. Either. Of. My. Children. Again." Alvin said, between punches. "You abused my daughter! You attacked my Tribe! And you almost killed my son."

Hakon really had the urge to bark at the man punching Dagur, who the hell was he? But Dagur sounded like he was in pain and it seemed like too much of an effort to ask.

Blocking out the cowardly yelps of help from Dagur the Deranged and the sweetly merciless punches of Alvin the Treacherous, Hakon gripped the sword that was still stuck in his flesh and pulled it out, wincing as he did so. He performed a few quick punches to his shoulder to numb his whole arm, to ignore the screeching pain. He lifted the sword in the air, with the remaining strength that he had.

"Father…" Hakon didn't bring the words out of his mouth, his pride forbade him, but Alvin understood anyway.

He stopped punching Dagger and got off the Insane Chief. Hakon readied himself…

A slash of metal…

A pierce through the air…

The icky sound of flesh, blood and bone separating from one another…

The red haired head of the Beserkian Chief was slaughtered off, with one clean swipe of the sword.

"You did it, son. You killed him." Alvin said, watching the blood splutter from the corpse, like a fountain.

The voices inside the healer's head, grew louder and louder, until the knees of the man buckled up and fell. Unlike the Beserkian Chief, to be caught by his father's giant arms…

-000-
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"Alvin… Alvin… Junior!... HAKON!"

"Huh? Wha- What happened?" The said person, bolted right up.

"Congratulations, son. You've won your first war!" Alvin lightly punched the younger man's arm.

"Father? What? Where are we?" Hakon tried to feel his surroundings, but his left hand bicep was hurting like hell, and it seemed too painful to lift it.

"Your Healing Hut. They said it was the best place for you."

"Who's 'they'?"

"There were two of them, I don't know their names. A big, husky, blonde bloke that rider a Gronkle and Hiccup's wife, blonde hair, blue eyes, axe."

Hakon tried to sit up, wincing as his arm stung. He felt a bandage on it, in a quite well-wrapped up fashion. "Nice work with the bandage."

"Your mother taught me some things."

This small talk wasn't getting them anywhere. "Why did you come and help me? You were supposed to be locked up in prison."

"A father always over looks his children."

"You squeezed my eyes out of their sockets!"

"To teach you a lesson! You committed treason! The punishment was death, but I spared you and instead let you live. It's my job to inspire fear into my men. Think, what kind of respect would I have if I played favourites and allowed for those close to me to go unpunished, for hideous crimes!"

"So your son's blindness was just a way to get more power and respect in your Tribe. That is pathetic!"

"I raised you to understand these sort of things. You know how this works. Your blindness was a political punishment. What exactly would people think if I let my son off the hook? That I was so weak that I couldn't raise my hand against my own son. That was too soft to do anything about him."

"You didn't have to make the letters public, you know. To avoid all of this."

"Your sister, before she showed me all those letters, showed them off to almost every Outcast civilian that there was. I had no choice. Everyone knew."

Hakon scoffed and got out of bed. "Don't try to act, like you've always cared about me. The only person that ever cared about me in our family was my mother."

"Speaking of your mother. I remember that she was killed by a Night Fury no less, the same Night Fury that you come across every day. You dream of revenge on me, because I was the cause of so much pain for you, but somewhere outside walks the cause of greater pain. Why don't you take out all of your anger out on him?"

"I will speak to you no more. The Chief will decide on what shall be done with you."

"Well, that's a shame. He's missing in action." (A/N: Before you decide to quit on this story, please finish the chapter and everything will be explained) Alvin said, casually inspecting his helmet.

The sinking pit of horror resurrected in Hakon's stomach. "What?!" He didn't wait for his father to explain. He whistled for the familiar Changewing and took off for the Haddock House.

-000-

"Astrid!" He slammed the door open.

"Hakon? You're alright." He felt the warm and wet hug of a distressed woman. To comfort her and for selfish pleasure, he wrapped his strong, muscular arms around her waist.

"What happened?"

"We won. The Berserkers and Outcasts scattered away like rats… but … Hiccup is still missing." She explained to him, wiping away tears.

"How long has it been?"

"A day and a half." Astrid buried her face into her almost brother-in-law's chest.

He placed a gentle and smooth hand onto the blonde, silky hair. "Astrid, listen to me. It's going to be alright. This is Hiccup we're talking about. He's too stubborn to die… we'll find him… I promise."

That would be a promise that would stick in the back of his mind, for a long time.

-000-

"One Berserker boat has been spotted on the horizon." A scout rushed into the Haddock House, two days after the battle.

"What?" Hakon shot out of his chair, making it fall back.

"Sir, they're not showing any signs of attack, and there is just one ship." The soldier explained.

"Let them dock."

The young man ran out to despatch the order.

"Are you sure? What if they're spies?" Astrid walked up to him. She looked miserable. Bags under her eyes, messy blonde hair and she was even skinnier than she previously was. She was sleep deprived, from worry of her husband and she couldn't and wouldn't eat anything, unless Hakon had to force her.

The Blind Healer had to temporarily move into the Haddock House to take care of his best friend's family. And as it appeared, not only Hiccup's family, but also his Chiefdom needed full attention.

"From who? Dagur's dead. My father is currently in captivity. I doubt my sister would want my head. Without me, she won't be able to get any power in the future and she has no motives."

Twenty minutes later, the second-in-command and the Chief's wife were in the Great Hall, which was stock piled with the Berkian Vikings, about to listen what 6 foreign men, 3 Berserker and 3 Outcast, were about to say.

"Alvin II of Outcast Island, also known as Hakon the Healing Hand; The Chief of Outcast and Berserker Island, Dagur the Deranged, is dead. Now our tribes look for a new Chief. You have a birth right to Outcast Island and you were the brother-in-law and closest male cousin of Dagur, who didn't have any sons to pass on his Chiefdom, so it is only right and proper that you be our new Chief."

The Great Hall was in stunned silence. It was so quiet that when Hakon walked up to the six men, everyone could heard his footsteps.

"The belts?" Hakon extended his hand. His voice was confident and proud, just like it used to be. It betrayed the illusion of surprise. He knew this could one day happen. He and his sister played a well-planned chess game with Dagur, and now he was victor (which was a title he would have to informally share with his sister, but those were the kinks right?).

The Berserker and Outcast soldiers each gave the man a belt. One was golden, with the symbol of the Skrill on it, and had been worn for generations by Hakon's predecessor's family. The other was made of leather and designed with bones, this one had been worn by the man's own family, though not for very long, as Outcast Island was still a very new Tribe.

"Hail Chief Alvin II!" The Outcast saluted their new Chief in the ordinary fashion, with a clutched fist, hit their chests and stare blankly ahead.

"Hail Chief Alvin!" The Berserkers did their traditional salute, stomping their spears or whatever weapon they were carrying.

It was amazing how the scales had tipped and the tides had turned. For a moment in time, Hakon was a refugee, seeking help from his only friend. Now he was Chief to two Tribes and that said friend was missing.

How much more ironic could life get.

-000-

Meanwhile, a very long distance away from either Berk, Berserk or Outcast, a young man, with auburn hair and vivid green eyes was being gently shaken awake by a trader, who had just found him, floating in the sea, with an arrow stuck in his shoulder.

After carefully removing the arrow and treating it the best he could, the trader tried to awaken the poor man.

"Hey, kid. You alive?" The trader asked, after putting a vivid smelling herb to the young man's nose.

"Wh-? What?" He jolted awake once the putrefying smell hit his nerves.

"Phew. Thought I lost you back there. But this thing can even awake the dead. It smells that bad." The trader, seeing that he wasn't cheering up the young man at all, shut up and kneelt down, beside the young man. "What's your name, lad?"

"I don't know… I don't remember."

-000-

Ah? AH? What do you think?

Please review.
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6 months… 6 months and no one had found a remainder… a sign… a hint of Hiccup. It was like he vanished off the face of the earth. No one knew where he was and as such some doubted of him surviving the battle.

In fact the rumour was quiet popular. There were some accounts from all sides, Berserker, Outcast and Berkian, that a spear was fired at the Chief and that he and his dragon fell to the ocean, supposedly hit by the newly designed catapult that fired large, accurate and deadly arrows.

Many people were demanding answers to their rumours, problem was no one had any.

Villagers pressed for a Viking funeral of their leader, from the Council of Elders. It seemed obvious now that Hiccup was dead. The majority of the council agreed with them, others weren't too sure, after all they found no body or evidence of his death, and so kept the certificate of death and funeral post phoned. The wife and best friend of the said Chief, didn't spare effort to claim that Hiccup was still alive.

Toothless had been found and returned. He had been picked up by some Berserker soldiers, when he was stranded in the ocean, already separated from his rider as the soldiers claimed. Now he was returned to the rider's family, as the new Chief ordered.

Speaking of the new Chief, he was well received by his new subjects. His day was divided into two, Berserker and Outcast. Rise at dawn, fly to Berserk and take care of all Chiefly business, lunch on Berk, fly to Outcast Island and then returned to Berk for dinner and a warm bed with Shadow by his side.

Astrid hadn't been the same since her husband's disappearance. She refused to acknowledge that she was a widow, and she continued to tell her toddler son that his father would soon return. Although every passing day that her husband didn't return, her hope that he would in fact return kept fading. She was non-official Chief, whilst her husband was… missing.

Neither of them knew, how the gods were planning their fates.

-000-

"Uncle Hakon!" The 4 year old toddler run up to his godfather as quickly as his small legs could carry him.

"Ah, my favourite godson." As soon as Shadow touched the ground and his master jumped off him, he picked up the small boy and spun him around in the air, then settled him on his arm. "What happened while I was away?"

The small toddler explained everything that happened that day in the Tribe, and Hakon listened intently on everything. They were both being watched by a blonde woman, leaning on the side of the door frame with a weak smile.

"Alright, junior. Run along. I wouldn't want to keep Toothless waiting." Hakon set the small boy down and he instantly ran off to the form of an awaiting Night Fury.

"It will always make me wonder where he gets all of his energy." Hakon said, walking up to the shield-maiden, who watched her son ran from and after the puppy-like dragon.

"His namesake." Astrid said, her voice shattered with sadness. "Hakon, the people have decided. Almost everyone thinks that Hiccup is… dead… Hakon I'm scared… what if he is." She broke into sobs.

He instantly grabbed her shoulders. "He's not! He can't be." He pulled her close to him, something he had done many times since his best friend's disappearance.

Months ago, he would have done anything to get a chance like this. He would be secretly enjoying the moment whilst she would think nothing of it. A small drop of water for his quenching thirst for her.

But now, as he heard her sobs and felt her tears, he felt ashamed that he should take such advantage over a poor girl who had lost everything. Her strength, her stability of mind and her husband.

He still loved her, with all his heart, but this tragedy had tamed his… obsession.

"There's a meeting in like half an hour… we both have to attend it." She informed him, after finding some comfort in his warm embrace.

-000-

A hand slammed against the table and chaos erupted. "The Chief is dead! Why else do you think he wouldn't be returning to us?!"

"He will return to us!" Hakon yelled at that man, standing on top of that table. Astrid was taking a break, she spent the last 5 minutes yelling at these stubborn, bull-headed, and by the sounds of it, deaf Vikings.

"Promises! Empty promises! We want facts! We want the truth! But the truth is that there is almost no chance that the Chief could have survived." Another Viking yelled.

"This is Hiccup we're all talking about. He can survive through anything! Even the impossible!" Hakon sounded like he was convincing himself more than the crowd now. All these months have made him doubt his own policy.

"How do you know that he'll return? How can you be so sure?"

"What do you propose then? What should we do?" Hakon had given up with trying to persuade the crowd and wondered if there was actually any solution that they had in mind. He was sure they hadn't.

One elderly man stood up. "We recognise that Hiccup is dead, and crown his son as Chief."

"He's a child. That won't be to anyone's use."

"It's better to have a Chief, then no Chief, even if he's only 4. And in any case, he has a mother and godfather that can be regents whilst he grows up, and when he is ready, they will pass on his responsibility."

All the Vikings in the Great Hall cheered in agreement.

Hakon sighed in surrender and let long breaths ease his nerves. This was impossible. Every day Vikings were demanding answers to the crisis. The blind man thought back on why he was persuading them every day that Hiccup was alive. To give himself hope? To persuade himself? To avoid the thought of his best friend being dead?

He gave a resigned sigh and pinched the bridge of his nose. He simply gave up. The chances and evidence and crisis demanded this. He lost the stomach to fight more. His spirit was broken…

"All those in favour." He said, after waiting for several minutes for the Great Hall to be silent once again.

What followed those four words was an eruption of 'aye!' and 'me!'.

"All those against."

The voices of Astrid, Fishlegs and the Thorston Twins, called out as one, singular sound that faded because of the largeness of the Hall.

"It seems pretty clear to me." One Viking said. "Hakon! You can't deny it any longer. Bring in your godson and let's finally have a Chief!" He was supported with the cheers of his peers.

"I'll consult with the Elders when it will be the best day for his accession." Hakon said, bitterly and quietly, once the Hall was once again silent. The meeting was finished and he walked out of the gathering, not wanting to spend another second in.

-000-

"How could you?!" Astrid punched his shoulder, though with not much strength. It was a pitch black night, the Vikings were still having a pint of ale or two and so they were alone in the dark town square. "How could you just given up on Hiccup?"

"Let's face it, Astrid. We both know that he isn't coming back. We should better give him a funeral and let his soul rest in peace, rather than not." Hakon turned on his heels and proceeded to the Changewing, wanting not to spend the night on Berk, but maybe on Outcast Island.

"He didn't give up on you when you didn't reply to his letters!" Astrid yelled from the other side of the plaza, with tears leaking out of her eyes.

Hakon stopped in his tracks. If he had eyes, they would have seen the sizes of dishes, from astonishment… and maybe guilt.

"How would you know about that?"

"I'm his wife… He told me… and I've been through his things… I read your letters to him and the letters he wrote to you but you didn't receive. It didn't sound like he gave up on you."

"Yes, because I was alive and he knew it. Now he's not, and I have responsibilities, to his tribe, his family and his memory." Hakon walked up to her and told her in a hushed, sad tone. He hugged her, again, and put his chin on top of her head. "If there's one thing I know, it's this: when you lose someone close to you, you need to make them proud, now more than ever… otherwise they died in vain… otherwise you shame them. We can't go on like this, Astrid, we have to just accept some things."

She didn't say anything. But he thought he felt her nod her head.

-000-

"Astrid?" Alfred Hofferson looked up from his session of sharpening the axe, to look at his daughter, who had just arrived to wish her parents good night, like she usually did every day.

"Yes, dad?" She looked him.

"Please, sit." He gestured to a seat, across the kitchen table. She did so. "Have you accepted that you are now a widow?" Alfred Hofferson was never a man to beat about the bush.

She deeply sighed. Then nodded. Then added a 'yes'.

"Good, because I have plans for you." He resumed his sharpening of the axe.

"What kind of plans?"

"About your marital status." He said, calmly. "After you finish mourning for your late husband, I shall like you wed to a new one."

"WHAT?!" She rocketed from her chair. "NO! I SHALL NOT! HOW DARE YOU! HAVE YOU NOT SEEN HOW MUCH I HAVE SUFFERED! HOW MANY TEARS I HAVE CRIED BECAUSE HICCUP HASN'T RETURNED! I HAVE ONLY JUST RECOGNISED THAT MY HUSBAND IS DEAD AND NOW YOU WANT ME TO THINK OF A NEW ONE!"

"I knew you'd say that. Which is why after the meeting, I arranged a marriage contact with one very wealthy family, which will pay a handsome dowry, accept your son, strengthen your power as regent and be a very fitting husband for you." He said as if it was the calmest thing in the world.

She had run out of air and still recovering it, so she couldn't muster any more screams and shouts at her father. "Who?" Was the only thing she managed.

"Snotlout Jorgenson."

If she wasn't angry or didn't have any oxygen to scream her anger before, she sure had it now…

-000-

I know! I'm EVIL!

Please review.
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"Uncle Hakon? Why do I have to wear this?" Complained the 4 year old child, as his godfather tightened the heavy fur vest onto him. "I'm boiling."

"Buddy, I don't think anyone ever boils on this island." Hakon finished his work, but putting on a Viking helmet, Hiccup's old helmet onto the head of the small boy. "Right, have you remembered you're lines?"

"Yes."

"Are you warm?"

"Very."

"Do you look like a Chief?"

"I don't know what a Chief looks like."

"He looks like…" Hakon was about to say the name of the boy's father, but then stopped. This wasn't the moment. "He looks like you."

They left the Haddock House, and made their way to the Great Hall, where the whole village, plus some visitors from neighbouring islands, had assembled.

On the steps, the boy asked. "Where's mama?"

"She's inside. She had to show our visitors around." Hakon gripped his godson's hand and his trusty staff tighter.

"Where's dada?" They stopped their walk, and stood still, frozen. Hakon kept silent, this was too painful a subject. "Is he inside too?"

"Buddy, he's… not here…"

"What do you mean? Mama said that dada just went for a long flight and that he'll come back soon."

"Then why is Toothless here?"

"She said he solo flew here, while daddy's testing his new flight suit."

"We'll talk about this later." Hakon practically dragged the boy to the Great Hall.

-000-

The small boy said all of his vows, in front of the entire village, perfectly. He washed his face in the sacred water and sat on the stone Throne where the Chiefs of Berk would reside in. The boy's mother watched in pride as he was crowned a Chief.

However when the elder came up to him, holding the belt that would mark him as the Chief. He stopped her.

"Wait, that's my dada's." He said, quietly so that only the people around him would be able to hear what he said.

Sensing the elder's discomfort and confusion, Hakon walked up the steps and asked what was wrong.

"That belonged to my dada." He pointed to the leather and stone belt.

"Yes, Junior, and now it belongs to you. Now take it and wrap it around your waist." Hakon instructed, in the softest voice he could.

Reluctantly, the 4 year old, took the massive belt, with his tiny hands and fastened it around his waist. He still had absolutely no idea what he was doing, what this whole occasion was about and what happened to his father.

"All Hail Chief Hiccup Horrendous Haddock IV!" All the Berkians shouted and erupted in cheers. This is what they had been waiting for the last half year, a Chief. Leadership. No one bothered that it was just a 4 year old boy, or that his role would be instead taken by his mother and sometimes his godfather.

Right now, no one cared. They had a victory. They had a Chief. And they had their answers.

-000-

"I need to speak to the Chief of Berk." Alfred Hofferson had met at a crossroad with the blind man, at the front of the Haddock House.

"That's a shame, I just put him to bed." Hakon's humour was slowly starting to come back.

"That's fine, I'll come back in the morning." Alfred made a turn to walk down to his own household, when a hand clasped his shoulder and stopped him from going anywhere.

"What was your business anyway with him? You seem to forget that all Chiefly matters of this island are to be directed to his mother or me."

"Very well. I guess it won't be a Chief of Berk's blessing, but I suppose a blessing of a Chief will do. I need your permission for a marriage."

"You're getting married?" Hakon was surprised, he remembered that Astrid's parents were still married.

"No, not for me. For my daughter."

Hakon felt his blood begin to boil. He had just managed to survive her wedding to one man, he didn't know what he'd do if there was another wedding. Kill the groom, whoever he was? Destroy the banquet? Confess to Astrid?

"Marriage? To whom? She's not yet finished with her mourning for her late husband."

"Of course, of course. After her mourning is done. I have already signed a marriage contract with a wealthy family. The Jorgensons."

Hakon stood frozen. This couldn't have been happening. This was a nightmare. He wanted to run up to a well and plunge his face into freezing water so that he could wake up. But this was real, and there was no waking up from this nightmare.

He stood there, unmoved. Imagining everything that would happen to Astrid if she was to wed the overgrown pig. Abuse. Rape. Misery. Those were the words that came to mind.

"So do I have my blessing on the marriage?" Alfred was growing impatient.

"Hold on, Mr Hofferson. Before you do anything, I would like to… offer myself as a husband for your daughter." Hakon couldn't believe what he was hearing, from himself. This was unimaginable.

He could hear Alfred Hofferson's surprise. "Wh-what?!"

"You heard me sir. I ask for your permission to marry your daughter. We'll get to the official contracts and dowry etc. later."

"Why would you want to marry my daughter? She's the widow of your… almost brother."

"Exactly, so I feel it my duty to protect his wife and son. And in any case. I have a large fortune waiting to be inherited, but I have no heirs, except the young Chief of Berk. So you must understand that I need a wife, if I want children."

Alfred was pondering over the idea. A Chief of Berserkers and Outcasts over a distant family relative of his grandson. "How much of a dowry are you willing to pay?" He asked cautiously.

"How much did Jorgenson offer?"

"Three chests of silver and one of gold. Plus a morning gift, and the whole wedding."

"Six chests of silver and two of gold. Plus a morning gift, the whole wedding, two farms on Berk and a fine collection of weapons, of your own choosing." This was an offer that could never be refused, not even my madmen.

"I'm glad we have had this talk. Let's come to my house. And we'll sign a contract." Alfred put an arm around the blind man's shoulders and guided him to the Hofferson's Household, a Changewing closely following.

-000-

"Well, well, well. If it isn't my very own bride." Snotlout said, leaning on the door frame, watching as Astrid cooked the dinner.

"What do you want, Snotlout?" He growled.

"Oh, nothing much. Just making sure that you know that we have a wedding coming up."

"Nothing is decided. Besides, weddings need blessings from the Chief, and I don't know if you have noticed but he's a 4 year old boy, and I decide all of his business. So I don't give the blessing." She continued stirring the fish.

"In which case… I shall have to force you." Before she could reply, he grabbed her and pushed her against the wall. Her eyes widened at what he was about to do, and she tried to fight him off, but to no avail. Her 4 years of being a housewife and mother and his years of training made it difficult for her.

The door smashed open and an enraged Chief entered. His hands quickly grabbed him by the tunic and tossed him over to the other side of the house.

"YOU BASTARD!" He punched the Jorgenson's face, square in the nose, so it would sprout blood like a fountain. "YOU IDIOT! WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING?"

"Being with my bride, to your information." Snotlout sounded in a matter-of-factly. And grabbed the next punch.

"Actually, Alfred Hofferson had just cancelled your contract." Hakon smirked. "He found a different suitor." He got off the Jorgenson.

"Wh-what?" Snotlout slowly got off the floor, holding his dripping with blood nose.

"Yeah, that's right. Run to daddy and find out." He said, catching his breath. Snotlout didn't make a move. "GET OUT OF THE HOUSE!" Snotlout ran as fast as his feet could manage.

"Thank you." Astrid slumped onto a chair. "Hakon, I don't know what I would have done without you."

"Blondie, this is the second time I saved your life. When are you going to repay me?" Hakon smiled. He hadn't used her childhood nickname in years, and boy did it feel good to say it.

"You're a Chief. I'll have a lot of chances."

"True."

"So, what did my father plan about the wedding? You said, he cancelled the contract?"

"Not exactly. He altered it… a lot. You're still getting married."

"To whom?" Her voice sounded dangerous.

"Make a promise that you won't kill me."

"I don't make promises I can't keep."

"Um… uh… me."

There was uncomfortable silence. A horrid silence. Neither yes nor no. Neither good nor bad. It was something in the middle and it was awful.

"I guess, that's better than Snotlout." She said, faintly, after recovering from her shock.

"Please, understand. It was either me or Snotlout. You can choose you know, I could take away my offer—"

"NO! I-I mean… no, please don't."

"I'm just trying to protect my best friend's family."

"I know you are. And I am thankful." She put a hand on his shoulder and embraced him, tightly.

-000-

"Hey, Driftwood, come over here and help!" The trader yelled carrying an especially large basket to the top deck.

"Coming, boss." The auburn haired man got out of his hammock bed and went up to his master, picking up the basket at the other end. "What do you carry in here? Bricks?"

"Quit whining lad. You wanna be my assistant or not?"

"Does it look like I have a choice?"

"That will depend on when you get your memories back."

"In other words 'no'."

The trader was good man at heart, but he was a stubborn and strict master. Driftwood admired him, he took him in after he found him, and didn't spare pleasantries.
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Morning was painful. Well… more painful than usual.

"Astrid! Astrid! Get up!" Her mother hissed into her ear, on the morning of her second wedding. "Astrid! It's your wedding day!"

"Urgh, he can wait for 5 minutes." Astrid pulled another pillow over her head.

"Astrid this isn't like you. On your last wedding you were practically bouncing to get to the Great Hall, now you seem to not want to even get out of bed."

"Because then, I was marrying Hiccup and today… someone else."

"His name is Hakon, in case you forgot. And he is as fine as your late husband… if not better." Her mother mumbled the last part.

It wasn't really a secret to Astrid that her parents hated Hiccup. In their opinion he was a scrawny, weak, coward that would rather play with a dragon all day than do any actual work. And so, when Astrid bore a most desired son that looked and was every inch like his father, they were not as pleased with her as grandparents of the future Chief would have been.

Hakon being, his complete opposite, was much liked by her parents. He was strong physically, he was brave, stubborn and he was a Chief of two tribes. And his very generous and large dowry landed him to be their favourite person on the planet. Before her marriage to Hiccup, they told her once or twice, that perhaps she would find a more suitable husband in him than in Hiccup. His only nuance was that he was an Outcast and that he was blind, but even that was quickly over looked by her parents.

-000-

"She will need to bear you good strong children, if they are to succeed you, son. You do have vast amounts of land on your head." Alvin spoke, once everyone had assembled in the Bath House, ready to give the Chief their bit of advice on marriage. And Hakon was lucky enough to have triple the amount of advices, from three different Tribes.

"I know." Hakon retrieved to his childhood method of bearing his father's attitude towards him: just pretend to listen to him and maybe he'll go away.

"The husband is in charge of everything outside the house. The wife everything within." Alfred supplied his share.

"I know."

"Your children and Hiccup's son will need to be treated equally. You are to love them all." Another man, who had three wives and several stepsons, from the Berserker party, added.

"I know."

"Her first duty is to please you."

He really didn't see Astrid spoiling him, but went with the usual reply. "I know."

"Even though your marriage may not be built on her or your choice, try to love her, and in return she should love you."

Oh, how far could his man be off? Hakon had loved her for eternity, and so far she hadn't return any kind of affection except brotherly. "I know."

"Well then, you seem to know everything, junior." Alvin laughed.

"Are you done embarrassing me?" He asked, glaring his infamous eyeless stare at his father's general direction. "Father, please not on my wedding day. Any other day is fine, but please not on my wedding day."

-000-

"Alvin II of Outcast Island, do you take Astrid Hofferson to be you lawfully wedded wife?" One of the elders of the council proceeded the wedding.

"I do." He said, most happily. This moment was one he had been dreaming off since he was a boy. No other girl, on Outcast or Berk or Berserk had made him think so much of such girlish fantasies.

"Astrid Hofferson, do you take Alvin II of Outcast Island to be you lawfully wedded husband."

There was a pause, and the world of Alvin II of Outcast Island was crashing down and he felt his heart in his throat.

"… I do." She finally said, after a moment suspense.

Hakon released a breath of relief. There… he had it, he was married.

-000-

"Looks like our dear Alvin Junior has finally become a man." Celica talked to her father, with a glass of wine in her hand and her blue eyes fixed on her brother and her new sister-in-law, sitting at the high table.

"Yes, indeed. Although he became a man a long time ago." Alvin drank from his goblet. "In which case he has to thank you, for that. Without you he wouldn't have lost everything, to gain it now." Alvin moved away from his daughter, without looking her in the face.

Seeing her father to have left her without company, she moved to the bride and groom.

"Sister?" Hakon cocked his eye brow.

"Brother." She gave a small curtsy even though she knew that he wouldn't see it. "I would like to wish you and your beautiful wife a happy and long marriage. It's a shame you can't see her or your wedding." She gave smirk.

"No thanks to you." Hakon said through gritted teeth.

"Have it your way." Her attention turned to her sister-in-law, and she smiled. "I should like to get to know my new sister better, with your permission brother?"

Hakon gripped his wife's hand. "Not. Granted."

"There you're old self again. Always keeping grudges."

"I would love to get to know my new sister-in-law." Astrid disconnected her hands with her husbands and stood.

"There, I like her already." She grabbed her sister-in-law's hand and put in in the crook of her own. They walked around the Great Hall. "So, I know that you and my brother had known each other for a long time."

"Indeed." Astrid knew very well what sort of person her new sister was.

"If I'm not mistaken, you were the girl that my father captured from a previous raid on Berk."

"Yes. Your brother rescued me."

"I know. One of your ex-husband's letters said that much. I also believe that was the moment when my brother had developed affections for you." She smiled, evilly.

"Affections?" Astrid sounded confused.

"You didn't know? My twin had been in love with you since he rescued you."

"Wh-what? Hakon had been… in love… with me?" They stopped their walk. "You would know this how? He doesn't seem to share many secret."

"I'm his twin. I lived in the room next to him. He screamed in the night. Your name was often screamed, followed by a confession of his love. You see, my dear Astrid, you haven't married the man with the most strong mind."

"What do you mean?"

"After he lost his eyesight—"

"Lost?"

"Ok, fine. Was taken from him. He started hearing voices in his head. Your ex-husbands, yours, my father's, my mother's and mine. Is this not a sign of madness?"

"I'm sure that anyone who has lost their eye sight and been so cruelly treated in his childhood, would also hear voices."

"Just be careful. When the night comes, he has visitors. And you being his companion for life now, will have to bear with him." Astrid didn't say anything. "Anyway, back to our previous topic. Do rest to know that Hakon didn't always do things for your ex-husband or for his conscience. He did things, for you?"

"I refuse to believe this." Astrid jerked her arm free. "Goodnight, sister." She bid farewell with a curt nod and went back to her husband's side.

"What did my sister torment you with?" The Chief asked, before slurping on a spoonful of soup.

"Nothing much." She then understood that Hakon would be very surprised if his sister didn't share some venom. "She advised me on… life with you."

"Such as?"

"Do you honestly think I paid attention?"

A smirk danced on his lips. "Thank Thor." He gulped from his pint of ale.

-000-

The ceremony was over, but there was one more tradition that needed to take place. One that Astrid hated ever so much. She had to suffer it once, now she had to suffer it again. The consummation.

There were more and different witnesses this time. From all the necessary isles. One formality that was missing was the Chief of Berk, but thanks to his young age and Astrid's disapprove of it, he was relieved of such pleasure (sarcasm, for those that don't understand).

Hakon entered the room, bare chested and with a mug of ale. He wasn't Hiccup, he wasn't unconfident and skinny.

They were officially and forever man and wife. And nothing could change that.

-000-

*strap on protective armour against Hicstrid fans* For many of those that are wondering and asking questions about Hakon's love interests and wife and so one: I have been planning for this a very long time. (Evil laugh)

Guest that complained previously about the low possibility of Hakon loving Astrid for so long, because he met her for 10 minutes let me explain it to you:

Have you ever heard of love at first sight?
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The most powerful Chief in the Archipelago had a regime.

Wake up in the morning, before his wife and stepson, grab a loaf of bread (for himself) and a fish (for his dragon), go to Berserker Island and sort out all Chiefly business, whilst narrowly avoiding his irritating twin. Then he would return to Berk, have lunch with wife and stepson, and fly off to Outcast Island, to go about his business there. By the time he was finished, it would have been night and he would be far too tired to do anything more than collapse into bed with his beloved wife.

This regime is what kept the two islands on their tip-toes and avoided any sort of rebellions and unwanted trouble. The Chief favoured neither above the other and so it would have been difficult to persuade him to mistreat the other.

He was known throughout the Archipelago. Funny how his predecessor of gossip and gap was his late best friend, and how quickly the wheels of fortune turned to favour one fugitive to become Chief and in disfavour of one Chief to become a fugitive.

The roles had switched. And only Odin knew when they would be resumed.

-000-

"Sir, a dragon is approaching." A high-ranking Berserker informed his Chief.

The blind man, didn't lift his head, instead he heavily inhaled the air, several times. "No need for alarm. It's my wife's dragon with herself." He assured the man. "Is the Bjornson's and Odinson's quarrel the last thing today?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good. Goodnight then." Hakon walked to his wife. "Astrid, what's wrong?"

"Nothing. I just wanted to have a quiet picnic lunch with my husband. I sent Junior off to lunch with the Twins. They'll entertain him."

"Are you sure that's safe?"

"I threatened to slit their throats and flog them up on a ship mast if I found a scratch on my boy." Astrid said in such a cheery tone, that if you didn't speak Norse you would have thought she was talking about something lovely. "That should have done the trick."

"Hey, he's your son. I'm not going to interfere with your decisions." Hakon held up his hands defensively. "Let's go, then." He hopped onto a Changewing. "You choose the place. We're allowed anywhere." He smirked.

Astrid observed, never actually being to either of the lands that she had power of now. She chose a beautiful cliff on one of the many mountains on Berserker Island, which had a good view of the village and ocean.

The husband and wife seated themselves beside their dragons and chewed on the food that the wife had brought.

"So? Is there a reason that you changed today's Dragon Training and brought me lunch?" Hakon asked, gulping down some ale.

"I have something to tell you." She said, having finished her food and looking patiently at her husband as he finished with the drink.

"What would that be?"

"I think I'm pregnant."

Any drink that was still in Hakon's mouth, had instantly blurted out in a spray. "Wh-what?!"

"You-you're not happy?" Astrid said, faintly. Horror consuming her at the image of a raging Hakon with a sword, on a dragon, and looking every bit like he did on the battlefield, which was even to her somewhat… scary and terrifying.

"Not happy? Not happy?!" Hakon repeated several times. "Why would I not be happy?!" He said in the frightening tone, that it took several moments for Astrid to realise what he just said.

"Uhhhh, come again?"

"I'm the happiest man alive." Hakon could hold it much longer and smashed his lips with his wife's, taking her completely by surprise. In such surprise, actually that during the whole enjoyment of the Chief, she had no time to close her eyes.

This was weird, usually when a woman had this type of news it would be the father that was surprised, not the other way around.

"How did this happen? I mean, I know how it happens, but when?"

"The consummation night, when else?" Astrid flushed to the roots of her hair, looking in the opposite direction, even though she knew that Hakon couldn't see anything.

"Just think, if it's a boy, he'll be the Heir of the Outcasts and Berserkers, at least until another son is born. If it is a girl, then she will be the pearl of the Archipelago and I'll have to spend the rest of my days kicking boyfriends off our doorstep."

"The child is not yet borne and you're already planning their future. How very Outcast of you to do?"

"What's that supposed to mean?" Hakon asked, looking up, whilst his hand rested on the belly of his wife.

"That it's a very Outcast thing to do for the father to already plan the future of their child, like arranged marriages and inheriting nerve-wrecking responsibilities, not even knowing if the mother will actually deliver the child." Astrid explained, her voice showing danger and fright.

She would never admit this to anyone, but ever since Astrid married him, she had grown to be slightly afraid of him. She witnessed him in battle, and she heard stories from Outcast tradesmen that came to Berk about what Hakon did to dead bodies, when he was a boy, to examine their organs and study as a healer.

Her perspective of him changed dramatically. He used to be her best friend, which once saved her life. Now he was her husband, and she was afraid of him.

She was used to being married to Hiccup, they were equals and soul mates, he wasn't intimidating nor did he have a too frightening past that would give nightmares even to adults.

-000-
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2 years later…

"Come on, Uncle Hakon!" The small 6 year old boy ran to the docks, where the newest trading ship had arrived.

"Hiccup, wait!" You wouldn't have imagined the most powerful man in the Archipelago chasing after a 6 year old, tripping over and almost breaking his chin just to chase his step/godson. "Yep, you're definitely your father's son. Stubborn as a rock." Hearing the boy's voice already somewhere on the ship.

"Hello sir, I was hoping to find a gift for my mom." The small 6-year-old boy tugged an old man's tunic to get his attention.

"Yes, little man?" An old man turned around to the small Chief of Berk.

"I want a gift for my mom. Maybe you could help me find one."

"Tell you what, lad. Go down below deck, my assistant should help you." The old man patted the auburn hair of the boy, wanting to get back to the business with one of the other Vikings.

The young Chief descended down the steps, too eager to find a gift than to understand the trader's quick disbandment of him. "Hello?" He said, when noticing a young man with auburn hair and vivid green eyes, lifting crates with cargo in it.

"Hi, kid." Driftwood said, when he noticed the boy standing on the stairs.

"Um, I'm looking for a gift for my mom."

"Ok. Uh, what does your mom like?"

"Um… she's a shield maiden, so she kinda likes weapons…"

"I got the best thing, then." The trader assistant rummaged through some crates and bags until he finally pulled out a beautifully encrusted double bladed axe that the small boy would barely be able to lift.

"Oh my Thor, she loves axes, that's like her favourite weapon—"

At that moment, Hakon stumbled into the room, and tripped again over the stairs. "Great I lead armies and lead whole tribes, but I can't keep up with a 6 year old boy." He mumbled as he got up and dusted himself.

"Hello? Sir. You must be the boy's father." Driftwood guessed.

"Uh, yeah sort of." After all these years, Hakon's brain didn't remember the smell of his long-lost friend, or perhaps it was his friend that changed scent. Whichever it was, he would never know. "Hiccup what did I tell you about running off?"

"Sorry, Uncle Hakon." The small Chief looked at the floor.

"Right. Did you choose a gift?" Hakon rubbed his forehead.

"Ahha. This." He held up an axe.

The man sighed. He didn't want to remind his stepson about his blindness, so he crouched and held up his arms so that the boy could hand him whatever gift he chose. His hands understood that it was an axe, a heavy, encrusted and dangerous axe, fitting his wife. "Good choice." Work that fitted the boy's father. "How much for the axe?"

"Boss said 10 pieces of gold."

Hakon dug into his pockets and took out some coins. "Here, have 12. You're a good man." Hakon let a smile on his lips, and led himself and his son off the ship.

They would meet several more times, for business. But none of those times would they realise who was the other.
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"Hanrik!" A motherly high-pitched voice screamed half way through the village.

"Whoa! Little man, where do you think you're going. Can you not hear your mother screaming?" The foreign Chief picked up an escaping two year old.

"Da! Da!"

Hakon sighed and threw the black haired, blue eyed boy over his shoulder. "Astrid, I found the culprit! What did he do this time?"

"Escape." Astrid took the son away from his father.

"From your mother? How dare you?" The Chief said sarcastically. The small boy laughed with his father.

"Knock it off. Didn't you promise to take the twins with you today?"

"Yes, I did. Where's the second one?"

"Papa!" A blonde haired grey eyed girl speed to the form of her famous father.

"Ash." The mighty Chief picked up the blonde little girl and spun her in the air. "Okay, got the daughter, where's the son?" He placed the girl on one arm and held out the other for the twin.

"Here, now get out of my sight." Astrid put her second son on his father's arm and watched her husband with their children walk away to an orange awaiting Changewing.

"Mom! I'm being chased by an angry Night Fury! Help me!" The six year old Hiccup Haddock IV ran, indeed being chased by a Night Fury, until he slipped and Toothless stood over him growling.

For a flick of a moment, Astrid tensed. Until that is, when Toothless started to like the 6 year old mercilessly.

"You're your father's son." Astrid said quietly, watching Hiccup Junior play with Toothless.

"Ew, Toothless! Do you have any idea how hard it is wash off Night Fury saliva?! Mom is gonna kill me." The six year old Chief was dripping head to toe in saliva.

"Hey, sweetheart. Come with me." Astrid called out, and waved for him to follow her.

"Oh great, now look what you did." The boy scolded the Night Fury, who looked at the grass floor in shame and trotted behind his dead master's son. "Yes, mom?"

"I have something for you." Astrid opened the rusty doors of the shed behind the Haddock House.

"So, I'm not in trouble?" The all too innocent eyes questioned his mother, knowing that for some reason she couldn't resist them.

"Not this time." She went inside the shed. Her eyes trailed the wall for a few moments, until the ocean orbs landed on what they were searching for. She walked up to a brown sheet and tore it off to reveal…

"Whoa!" Emerald eyes doubled in size when they saw it.

"It belonged to your father once." Astrid said, with a bitten lip. A habit she adopted when talking about the boy's father, which he noticed. "Toothless' saddle."

"Cool."

"You know how to put it on?"

"Mom, I'm a blacksmithing apprentice, I could build catapult if I wanted to."

"Aren't you a little small to build a catapult?"

"Gobber's words, I swear." Hiccup lifted his hands in the air in defence, then began to examine the saddle.

"Honey, don't listen to everything Gobber tells you." Astrid ruffled her son's brown messy hair and lift The Boy and His Dragon to themselves.

-000-

"AHHHHH!" BANG!

"Yep, that's just the normal thing to come home to. Someone screaming and a loud crash." Hakon said, getting off the Changewing, in his arms two sleeping non-identical twins.

"He's been practising all day." Astrid was sitting on a bench watching a crashed Night Fury and his new rider getting up.

Hakon handed the blonde woman her daughter. "I thought we agreed to let him ride Toothless on his tenth birthday."

"I know. But I just saw him with Toothless and it seemed like the best thing to do."

Hakon shrugged. "Well, he's your son, you're in charge of him. While I'm going to put this one to bed."

-000-

"I have a secret to tell you." Astrid said, once the married couple were in their bed linens. The blonde woman's chin resting on her husband's chest.

"What's that?"

"I'm pregnant again."

"Then I have a secret to tell you as well."

"What would that be?"

"I-… I" This was the moment. The moment he was waiting for his entire life. "I love you."

There was a tense silence. A morbid silence.

Astrid didn't say anything for the rest of the night. Just planted a kiss on his chest and laid her head on his chest.

Celica, for once, had told the truth. 6 years ago.

-000-
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Breath. Panting. Air! He needed air! Driftwood had just experienced something phenomenal, but he needed air and oxygen for his brain to remember every single detail…

"_Look at him! He's so scrawny and weak and… un-Viking like. I can't even believe we're cousins."_

"_I know right?"_

"_Hiccup the Useless! Kinda suits him!"_

"_My name is Hakon. What's yours?"_

"_Hiccup."_

"_You saved my life. Thanks."_

"_Eh, it was nothing. So where are you from?"_

"_Berk."_

"_Berk… Berk… Berk… 12 days north of Hopeless and a few degrees south of Freezing to Death?"_

"_That's the one."_

"_Are you sure this is gonna work?"_

"_Positive."_

"_Positive? That's a new one."_

"_We'll slay dragons together."_

"_Trader Johan, any letters?"_

"_I'm sorry, Master Hiccup."_

"_Toothless? I could have sworn you had –snap- teeth?"_

"_Our parent's war is about to become ours. Figure out what side you're on."_

"_Astrid, you have to let me explain."_

"_I am not listening to anything you have to say!"_

"_Then I won't speak. Just let me show you."_

"_That was for kidnapping me… That's for everything else."_

"_It's like a giant beehive. They're the workers and that's their queen."_

"_They killed hundreds of us!"_

"_And we've killed thousands of them! They defend themselves that's all. If they don't bring enough food back. They'll be eaten themselves."…_

"_You're not a Viking. You're not my son."_

"_Come on, bud! Just a little more!"_

"_I'm sorry."_

"_I've achieved so much! I've ended a 300 year war! I've trained dragons! I have so much to show and tell you but you don't receive any of my letters, why?! You gave up on me? Fine, then I'll give up on you!"_

"_Hey guys, look at this, a wrecked boat on Berk."_

"_It's some guy… Bad news, he's an Outcast soldier."_

"_Hakon, I swear if you're dead, I'll drag you out of Valhalla myself."_

"_He's gonna hate me."_

"_You're just a voice in my head! Get out! I don't want to hear you!"_

"_It's me! Me as in Hiccup! The Berk Heir! The screw up that washed up on Outcast Island when he was 5."_

"_My father found your letters. The punishment was death… but he changed the punishment…"_

"_And now, we're together, as brothers."_

"_In everything but blood."_

"_Come on, what's wrong?"_

"_I hear voices. I my head. And they are killing me."_

"_I'm getting married."_

"_Uh… yay?"_

"_Don't you want to meet your godson?"_

"_Your father won't survive for much longer."_

"_I know that."_

"_Hail Chief Hiccup!"_

"_Dagur's armada is here."_

"_There will be two groups! Ground attack and Flight Attack! … Ground attack with Hakon … Flight Attack with me."_

"_Don't do anything rash. I don't want to become a widow on the third year of our marriage."_

"_It's a wonder you agreed to stay behind during one of Berk's most important battles."_

"_This would have been a lot more painful and problematic if we didn't have a 2 year old son."_

"_Ready…"_

"_Come on, Toothless, just a little more…"_

"_Set…"_

"_Fire!..."_

_-SSSSPPPPAAASSSHHH!_

He inhaled some more air. "I have to get to Berk."

-000-
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"Hey, what's wrong with him?" Ruffnut nudged her friend's elbow, seeing the Blind Chief walk into the Great Hall, plop onto his chair with a frowning expression.

"I don't know. I'm gonna go find out. Good night."

The Chief's wife walked up to him and leaned on his chair once she arrived. She waited for him to register that she was there.

"Is something wrong?" He asked, gulping down some sort of liquid he kept in his pocket. A concoction of his own invention, to help keep the voices out.

"You look tired."

"I'm sorry that I don't know how I look." He said, taking another sip of the concoction.

"Stop drinking that, whatever it is. It's worse than alcohol." She took the container out of his hand and put it to her nose.

"It's not for pregnant women to taste." He snatched it out of her hand. Over the years, his eyebrows showed what eyes were supposed to show to another person, hurt, happiness, sadness. Now they sparked with realisation, of how harsh he was. "I'm sorry. You know I love you."

"Come on. You're tired. So am I. Let's go to bed." She gripped her husband's hand and led him out of the Great Hall.

-000-

He was anxious. He was terrified. He was pale with fright. But this was it. This was where his life's greatest mystery would be discovered. The question of who was he had buzzed in his head for many years on board of the trader's ship. Now he remembered, or at least partly remembered, who he was.

He understood that his real name was Hiccup. And that he need to find a man called Hakon.

Fortunately, he already knew such a man. He and his stepson had many times bought merchandise of the trader's ship and referred to him for assistance. In fact, they made quite a friendship.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. He knocked on the door of the famous Haddock Household.

The placed seemed very familiar, but he couldn't put a finger for sure, where from.

A six year old boy, opened the door. Emerald met emerald.

"Driftwood? What are you doing here?" He asked.

For a while he couldn't find voice. "Are you're parents in?"

"Uncle Hakon is out on his Chiefly duties, but mom is at home. Mom!" He called out.

"Yes." A stern voice came from upstairs.

"An old friend of mine is here."

Footsteps fell on the steps and a beautiful, blonde woman descended down them. "Hello? And you might be?" She didn't see the stranger's face thanks to the hood that he wore.

"I was hoping you could tell me." He lifted the hood and faced the woman.

Brilliant blue eyes burst to the size of dish plates. Mouth hung wide open. Breath seized. Heart almost stopped.

For the longest time there was silence…

A dreary damning silence…

"_Hiccup, do you take Astrid to be your lawfully wedded wife?"_

"_I do."_

"_And Astrid, do you take Hiccup to be your lawfully wedded husband."_

"_I do."_

"Sweetheart, go play with Toothless for a while." Astrid shooed her son out of the house as fast as possible.

"Can I take the saddle?"

"Yes."

"Sweet! Bye Driftwood." And the six year old was out of the house.

"H-h-h-how are you alive?"

"I… I don't know. I had amnesia for the past couple of years. I don't know who or what I am. I've only recently had flashbacks. And I need your help."

-000-
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"I'm home!" Hakon called out, as he usually did, when he entered his house after a long and tiring day of being Chief. "I dropped the twins off at your parents, they've been bugging me about how they haven't seen their precious grandchildren in ages. Hope you don't mind."

"Hakon, can you please come into the kitchen?" Astrid's voice was faint. But as a healer, Hakon thought it to be her pregnancy and thought nothing of it.

"Astrid, I'm really tired. I'm off to bed."

"This is important."

The broad shoulders of the Chief slumped and he walked down the stairs. "Yes?... Driftwood? What are you doing here?"

Hiccup turned to face the tall, black-haired mighty Chief.

"_And the Winner of Blind Dragon Racing is—"_

"_It's a draw."_

"_Seriously, this is getting old now."_

"_You're weakness is your eyesight and your trust in your dragon."_

"See his face." Astrid said, as calmly enough as possible, taking a seat by the kitchen table across her guest.

"O-kay?" Hakon was completely confused. "Sorry man, this'll be kinda awkward." The Chief put his hands on the face of the trader's assistant, smudging them all over the place and continued to do so until something snapped in his brain. "I-I don't believe it. I don't understand. This can't be…"

"No, Hakon. You're right. This is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III." Astrid rubbed her forehead.

"H-h-how…?"

"To cut a long story short. I had amnesia. I forgot everything. A trader took me in as an assistant. 2 years later, I remembered."

"How much have you remembered?" Hakon asked, taking a seat in what used to be Stoic's chair, putting his staff to one side.

"Uh… I know that you and me were best friends. That you," he pointed to Astrid, "were my wife. That I had a son. A dragon. I got washed up on some island. And some other things."

Hakon scratched his chin and leaned into his chair. "Typical amnesia. If you started to remember things you'll continue to have random pieces of memory spurring back into your head."

"Already have."

"Perfect."

"Why do I sense sarcasm?"

"I don't know. You shouldn't."

Only the wife of the Chief knew that tone. He was hiding something. And she could have guessed that it was, indeed, sarcasm.

"How would you know?"

"Don't you remember? I'm a healer by trade… until you left me a ton of responsibilities. Your responsibilities." Hakon slapped the arm of the chair and stormed out of the house with rage in his head.

He threw a leg over his dragon and flew off, to Outcast Island.
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"_You fool. Idiot. Damned idiot."_

"_He was your best friend that helped you from worse than death: Madness."_

"_You should be by his side right now and helping him recover. Not storming out of your house and leaving him there."_

"_You left your wife with him?!"_

"Shut up!" A hand splashed across his cheek, several times. "I'm not listening to you."

-000-

"Son?" Alvin looked up from his seat on the porch of his house, seeing a familiar dragon land by the Chief's House. "What are you doing?"

"I'm staying here tonight."

"You and the missus had a fight?"

"Not exactly."

"Son, if you need to talk—"

"Why have you all of a sudden become such a saintly father?!" Hakon snapped at the old man.

"You know the answer to that question already." Alvin said calmly, watching his son pace around in the irritated fashion: pinching bridge of the nose, intense breathing, and white fists. "I always taught you this. Small people, such as myself, will always suck up to and be puppets of big people, such as you."

Hakon scoffed. "I'm off to bed."

"That's if you can survive the small of your old bedroom."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, you haven't been there in some years. You seem to have forgotten that there are some… now rotting… human organs, from when you were in training. Not even my-uh your men dare enter."

"Thanks for the warning. But I think I'll manage." Hakon pushed into the largest house on the island.

-000-

As per, Alvin's prediction. Hakon didn't sleep whatsoever, but it wasn't because of the horrid smell, but because of the torturing voices, that had polluted his ear drums since before he could remember.

"_Fool."_

"_Idiot."_

"_Bastard."_

"_You don't deserve to live."_

"_This is what you've become? Your mother would be so disappointed in you. You have failed her."_

"_Go to the devil."_

"_You've ruined your best friend with your deeds! How very selfish of you!"_

"_Think about what your wife would be feeling right now. Oh that's right. She was his wife first, so that makes your marriage invalid and your children illegitimate."_

"_She loves him not you. But she's stuck with you. You are the most selfish person alive!"_

"ENOUGH!" Hakon roared from his bed linens and screamed till his lungs were sore. He broke. He just broke. He couldn't last this long with these voice. They were too much. For anyone. Way. Way too much. He had enough… of everything. And so he broke, into sobs and into misery. The destiny that was chosen by the stars even before he was born. "What… should I do? Mother. Wherever you are, please tell me what to do. I can't go on like this."

And it was then, where the answer just came to him. Like an answer to his plea.
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"What do you think I should do?" Hakon questioned his father, in the morning. He didn't like talking to this man, but the situation was delicate and he couldn't ask anyone but family, no matter how hard he hated them.

"And you've come for my advice this time, why?"

"What do you mean?"

"You never asked for my help in your problems. So why now?"

"Because this time I have a father. Now tell what I should do?"

"Why should I? I'll give you advice, you'll take it, scrunch it up, and do everything the opposite way. You do everything your own way, this situation is no different."

"Thanks for nothing." The mighty Chief got up and left his father.

-000-

"_Die."_

"_Kill."_

"_If you truly loved her, you would do anything for her."_

"_Go to the devil."_

"_Die."_

"_Kill."_

-000-

He sat and hid in between some houses, hugging his knees, suffering from the voices in his head.

"Mama!" The familiar voice of his son rung in his head. At first he though they were The Voices, then realised it was indeed his son.

"Hanrik! What are you doing here?" Astrid lifted the 2 year old boy up in the air.

"I missed you… and dada."

"I missed you too." The blonde woman hugged her son.

"Where's dada?"

"…He's at work."

"He's always at work." The black haired boy looked down.

"It's his job." Astrid said, in a very sad tone and kissed her son's temple.

His family was breaking… and he couldn't bare it. He couldn't handle this much longer. He could handle the damned voices in his head because he knew that they weren't real, but his wife's and son's voices, which he knew was real, hurt more than any painful insult inside his head.

He wasn't able to provide his family with fatherly and husbandly attention. His children would never find in him a good father and his wife had just found out about her long lost husband.

He thought about everything. He planned everything. And that night he readied everything.

-000-

"Remembered anything else?" Hakon entered the Haddock House.

"Couple more things." Hiccup said, reading over something. "Just reading some of our letters. I've remembered a lot more things. Why didn't you tell me that you had a thing for Astrid?"

"I-I… I didn't." Great, he went back to his old game of lies. "It was either me or Snotlout. Choose yourself."

"Three children." Hiccup drummed his fingers against the table.

"Two of them are twins. From the consummation night."

"And the third?"

"It's not even yet born."

"Fact is, she's pregnant, with your child."

"Snoggletog celebration, we were Outcast Island. We had too much to drink… we're husband and wife, it's nothing wrong."

"You married my wife, to save her from worse than death, not for your own pleasure. And by the way, you were husband and wife. I'm alive, so your marriage is wrong." Hiccup got up and walked out of the house, leaving the Chief to stay still for hours as a rock, then break into tears.

-000-

That night. Hakon ever so slightly opened the door to his children's room, possibly half hour after their mother put them to bed.

"Dada?" The grey eyed girl, sat up from her bed. "What are you doing here?"

"Shhh." Hakon stroked a hand on her blonde hair. "Ash, did I wake you up?"

"No."

"Are your brothers awake?"

"I don't know."

"Alright…" For a moment, the great Chief couldn't form the right sentence. His lips quivered and curved but no sound emitted. "Ash, what I'm about to tell you, is very important. You have to listen to me."

"Yes, dada."

The big, buff arms of the Chief wrapped around the small fragile girl. "Make me proud. I love you and your siblings and your mother very, very much. I will be awfully disappointed if you don't listen to your mother and if you grow up to try and be someone you're not." He kissed her hair and reached for a bag that he had brought with him. "In here, is my life's passion and work. And I want to give this to you. I want you to study hard and work hard. Hide it for now, but when you are going to learn how to read, I want you to memorise it like the back of your hand."

"What is it dada?" Her delicate hands opened one of the books and studied the pictures.

"It's the books that I wrote to study healing. I want you to be a healer, that's if you want." The girl didn't say anything. "You're a brave girl, you can do that, can't you?"

"I'll try." She said weakly.

"Good girl." The massive arms wrapped around her again. "I love you."

"I love you too, dada."

"Please tell your brothers that I love them too."

"Okay."

-000-

"Start writing." Hakon slammed a pen into a table, in front of a terrified Fishlegs, who he dragged all the way to Outcasts Island.

"Why me?"

"Doesn't matter. Stop whimpering. And start writing."

"What do I write?"

"The Will and Last Testimony of Alvin II of Outcast Island…"


	34. Chapter 9 Part 7

"Guards!" Hakon barked once they were done.

"WH-what are you doing?"

"You know what I'm planning. And I can't let you tell anyone, especially Astrid."

Two massive and intimidating Outcast soldiers came in.

"Alright boys, here are you're orders. This is your object of protection. No harm is to happen to him, but he is not allowed to exit this room. Tomorrow at dawn, you are to let him out. You will not listen to anything he is saying other than food, water and the toilet, in which case one of you will remain with him. Understood?"

"Yes, sir!" The two buff men shouted, saluting their Chief.

"Good."

-000-

The Chief walked to the house of his dearest, beloved, favourite sister, knocking on the door when he got there. "Celica! Open the door!" The door remained closed, however the sounds inside the house were somewhat awkward and unwelcoming for strangers. "Have it your way." Hakon huffed… and broke the door open.

Although Hakon couldn't see anything his ears and instructs didn't cheat on him. In the house there was his sister… with her lover… in bed.

"Brother!" She screeched seeing him, barging in.

"Get out." Hakon pointed to the door, addressing the lover, who quickly grabbed his clothes and scattered out.

"What's the matter?" Said the twin sister, putting on her clothes. "I'm a free woman. I can sleep with whoever I want. I'm a widow now, thanks to you, so I didn't break the law or anything of the sorts."

"I'm not here for that."

"Then what?"

Hakon approached her. "To take you with me… I want to protect my wife and children from you. I can't let you hurt them, in anyway. And you could also call this the revenge that I've wanted for over 2 decades."

"What are you…?"

Hakon grabbed his dagger, the one that Hiccup made in his childhood, and plunged it in his sister's belly, and left it to rot in there.

Her grey-blue eyes shot in shock, anger, fury, betrayal and maybe a bit of expectation. "Why…?"

"I'll see you soon. And I'll explain everything."

There and then, the death of his sister came for her. And Hakon couldn't believe that he was this lucky to be in the front seat.

-000-

"Son? You're here again? So many visits in so few days?" Alvin looked up to the advancing image of his only son.

"I'm not here for jolly family reasons." Hakon said bitterly, looking enraged.

"Then, what?"

The young Chief didn't say anything, he reached and took out his favourite, known by all, sword.

"What are you doing?"

"You've wanted to be with your wife for so many years. You'll finally have a chance to be with your full family."

"So this is your decision?"

"Yes. You told me that I'll always follow my own path to success. So I'm following it."

"This isn't success. This is madness." Alvin warned him.

"Yes, no thanks to you!" Hakon shouted. "You did this to me. You're discipline and insane training made me hear these stupid voices."

"So… you hear them too."

"What?"

"It's a family thing. From my lineage. Every member of our blood has suffered from this."

"What are they?" He couldn't believe. The answer to the biggest question of his life was right in front of him.

"You. What you thought about yourself was what these voices said."

"I told, shouted, screamed for them to go away. They didn't. You're lying."

"You said it, but you didn't think it. When a man loses everything, he resorts to extremes to find answers. And now because of your confusion, I and Celica will have to die."

"You're not going to fight?" The Chief could not believe this.

"Make it quick, son. I'm an old man." True, he was 60 years old now, ancient for their times. "I want to see my wife again, spend quality time with my daughter, and get to know my son… I trust that you will soon join us. And we'll be a family once more." Alvin said, far too calmly for someone who was about to be murdered. He sat down on his favourite chair, by the fire, taking a swing of a tank of ale and looked to his son for a merciful and painless demise.

"Is this what you're voices are telling you to do?"

"Yes. They're angry that I caused so much pain, they want me to experience something similar."

"Know that I'm doing this to protect my children and wife…" He raised his sword in the air. "I don't know if this will be anything equal to what you did, but you'll definitely experience death's cold kiss." Hakon imagined that human autonomy and thought about the best way to kill a man who was asking for death, but caused him so much pain. He struck his sword into his father's heart, and like with his sister, he left the sword in his body.

That evening Death visited the family twice, and a third visit was soon to happen.

-000-

"Come on, fellas. Chief Hakon is about to die!" Fishlegs begged the two massive guards.

"Ppphh. As if a great man such as the Chief will let himself be killed." The guards laughed.

Fishlegs really wanted nothing more than to slap himself on the forehead until there was no forehead left, because of these men stupidity and blunt follow of orders, although he had to credit Hakon for the brilliant idea: they wouldn't move a muscle if Hakon ordered them, and because of their lack of logic and brain they wouldn't believe that Hakon was about to do something this reckless and sinful.

"You know, the time is almost up. We should release the lad by now."

The soldier looked at the position of the sun. "So it is. You're free to go, son."

"Thank you." Fishlegs bolted off the Island and pounced onto the nearest trained dragon to get to Berk.

-000-

"I'm a little late now. Thanks to you father." Hakon hissed, getting off Shadow, feeling the first rays of dawn come out from the horizon. "Well, this is it, buddy."

The Changewing nudged his master's side.

"I know, buddy. But I have to do this."

The Changewing made a sound that would have translated to no-you-don't-stop-this-now.

"Buddy, this is my decision. Now you have to do something for me. You have to protect my wife and children, and choose a rider from one of my children. Do this for me."

The Changewing didn't sound too pleased.

"I know you won't let me do this. But I have to." Hakon took some dragon nip from one of his healer's pockets and shoved a load full into the Changewing's nostrils and throat, knocking him out cold. "Sorry buddy."

-000-

"HAKON!" Hiccup jumped onto Toothless' saddle and flew off into the woods. "Smell him out bud. He's about to do something stupid."

-000-

"Astrid, my love, I'm doing this for you. I love you too much to put you through this kind of pressure. Please remember that I have always loved you and will always love you."

-000-

"HAKON, I'M SORRY! I DIDN'T MEAN THE THINGS I SAID!" Hiccup's voiced boomed through the whole forest, but the Chief didn't hear anything.

-000-

"Hiccup Junior, Hanrik, Ash and my unborn child. I'm so sorry for leaving you so soon and not being a good father figure, but I'm sure that your mother's new husband will be a thousand times better. I would like to pass Hanrik the Berserker Tribe, if my unborn child is born a boy, his inheritance shall be Outcast Island, if it's a girl, Hanrik needs to be crowned Chief of both Tribes. Only because the people will not accept female leadership. On any of my daughters I want to give a fortune of 2 gold and 5 silver chests a year."

-000-

"HAKON! YOU HAVE THREE CHILDREN THAT NEED YOU! DON'T LEAVE THEM LIKE YOUR MOTHER LEFT YOU!"

-000-

"And finally… Hiccup. Please take care of Astrid and the children. Please raise them right and please don't let them forget me. Remember that I always have and always will be your best friend… Perhaps it was the loss of your friendship that made me willing to leave this life."

-000-

"HAKON! I FORGIVE YOU! AND I NEED YOUR FORGIVENESS!"

-000-

"And now I take my leave of this world. To a hopefully merciful and peaceful heaven, where one day I hoped to reunite with all my loved ones."

He took some berries from his pocket, which he readied in advance. Poisonous, black and cold, like Death itself they were, and they had a fitting name 'Death's Messengers'… he swallowed them.

Of all the drugs he took in his life, this was perhaps the most effective.

"HAKON!" Hiccup arrived at the scene of the crime and, with tears in his eyes, watched as his greatest friend, left this life. His shoulders slumped, his heart stopped, his colour drained and, perhaps the most frightening of all… he plummeted off a 100 meters cliff. "NOOOOOO!"

…Hiccup's eyes and conscience would never be innocent of guilt again. He would blame the death of his best friend on himself till the end of his days and beyond… even after Hakon would assure him, himself that it wasn't his fault, Hiccup would still blame himself.

-000-

[Puts on 1 meter thick metal armour] Ok I thought his was a good place to end the story, but something tells me this much metal on me still won't help me. I'll be sleeping with a gun under my pillow tonight.

In case it wasn't clear, Hakon read out his will in the last couple of parts. Or you could imagine that happening in Hiccup's head.

Don't worry. THERE WILL BE AN EPILOGUE.

Please review.


	35. Epilogue

Special shout out to emerald 222, because it's their b-day. I hoped I didn't leave this at too much of a cliff-hanger and sorry for the late update.

-000-

A young girl, couldn't have been more than 16 years old, sat on a Cliffside, watching the tide rise and fall. Her grey eyes were red and puffy, from not enough rest the night before. She sat hugging her knees to her chest, her wavy rich blonde hair free to hang by her shoulders and back, for once.

"14 years, dad… You've been gone for 14 years… Exactly 14 years today…"

In her mind flashed the day that her mother sat her and her two brothers down and told them that her father was dead, two weeks after he died. Today was the anniversary of his death. The whole family would be morbid for days and weeks on end, until work would busy them and their humour would somehow resume back to normal.

Someone once said that maybe it was her father's ghost trying to return their good moods.

"Why did you leave in the first place?"

Even after all these years, neither she nor her brothers knew why they ended up without their father (or in Hiccup's case a godfather and uncle). No one gave a clear explanation, no one could come up with one. Though she had a feeling her mother and stepfather knew. They often told the four siblings about the mysterious and great Alvin II of Outcast Island but never said anything about his death, other than the date.

"I miss you, dad. I don't know why you left and I barely remember you, but I really miss you… Rumours are that you were a great man… a legend… but… I would rather have had an alive common dad then a dead legendary one…"

The promise she made him on the night before he left the living world rushed into her head. "I filled the promise you made me swear. I became a healer." She allowed a small chuckled. "I had to hide those books in the attic for years, until Hanrik gave me away… Mom almost had a heart attack."

Funny story that was, her twin told their mother about her father's books that she studied. To stop her mother from going ballistic, she had to promise not to follow her father's example of cutting up dead corpses until she was until 15.

"Though I think… no, I hope she's proud... Are you?"

"_Very much…"_

"Who said that?!" The girl jumped in surprise at the unexpected response to a rhetorical question. "Alright… Triple H's get out from wherever you're hiding." There was no movement. "Great, I'm hearing things and talking to myself… I'm going nuts."

"That you are." The form of her younger brother, her favourite, appeared, riding a currently green Changewing.

"What's with the creepy '_very much'_?"

"I… didn't say that." He looked confused at his sister's comment. He sat beside her and let his feet hang off the cliff.

"It's the anniversary." She said, looking at the sea.

"I know." His pair of light storm grey eyes fixed their gaze on his palms. "Hiccup and Hanrik are at the tomb, so are mom and dad." To her youngest brother, their stepfather would be 'dad', except on formal occasions of course, and their biological father was 'father'. "…I wish I knew him." There was a moment of silence. A nostalgia. "Come on, we should be going." He got up and extended a hand, which she accepted.

"Hakon…" Ash said suddenly, making her brother's eyes look at her. "…You look a lot like him… seriously you almost take nothing from mom."

"Chin… and eyebrows… so they say." The 14 year old Outcast Chief said, permitting a laugh, whilst massaging his chin.

"Oh, so there they are. Mom and Uncle Hiccup were getting worried." The oh-so great and mighty Berserker Chief jumped over a fallen tree, with a Monstrous Nightmare following him, and the Berkian Chief in tow too. "This… place, of all places, really?"

"I always come here." The healer defended, with arms crossed over her chest.

"Doesn't… doesn't it give you the creeps? I always feel goose bumps when coming here. Like father is still here and haunts the woods."

"Is that why you've always been scared of the woods?" Hiccup Jr. asked, nudging his brother's elbow. As typical brothers they always challenged each other to who was the bravest and greatest.

"I don't know, it's like… father is still here. Like his ghost isn't peaceful."

"_I am…"_

"Was I the only one that heard that?" The Berserker jumped back.

"Nope. I heard it too." The Berkian agreed, chest rising and falling far too quickly than normal.

"Definitely." The Outcast didn't stand out.

"Again? This is freaky." The healer said.

"Come on, let's just get out of here. Mom and dad are waiting." The Outcast pushed all his siblings to the deep woods.

"Why did they have to build his tomb in the forest, why not somewhere else?" The Berserker complained.

"Just keep going you big wussy." The healer rolled her eyes.

"Where have you been?" Astrid scolded them, seeing her children coming towards the tomb.

"On the cliff." Ash explained.

"Again?"

"Yes…"

"That place always creeps me out. Come on, are we doing this or what?"

The family entered the tomb. At the centre were three tall stone chambers. Two were empty, one was sealed. The one that was sealed, on the far left, belonged to the dead blind Chief. The centre was reserved for Astrid Haddock, and the right for Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, when their time would come.

"Good, let's light a candle and get out of here. This gives place always gives me shivers down my spine." Hanrik said, rubbing his hands on his arms.

"Alright. Let's go." Astrid said, leading the teenagers out of the depressing tomb. "Dear, you staying?"

"Just give me a moment." Hiccup kept his eyes on the tomb. He left the tomb last every year, and unknown to everyone, he came to this tomb much more frequently than once a year. "Buddy… I just want you to know that… I hope you're watching over your kids and mine… sometimes I don't know if I'm doing this thing fatherhood right… or husband thing either… I remember messing this up this badly, only when you weren't around… but luckily, no one lives forever… and we'll see each other sooner or later."

"_Make it later… live long and happily... you have my children to care of… and our wife… but one day we shall meet and prolong our friendship for eternity… no matter if it's forbidden by war, love, life or death."_

-000-

Here's your wanted epilogue. And that concludes our story.

I really liked writing this. I hoped you liked reading this


End file.
